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THE PEARL OF ANJOTJ; 

Hnt) otbet poems. 

4 

INVOCATION. 



Spirit escape ! from mortal thraldom free, 
Wing thy smooth flight a moment or an age. 

To hover in the realm of ecstasy, 
And scan at length the mystic hidden page. 

Deep diving down where human voices cease. 
Past thy great billows, Pathos, deeper still, 

To those clear waters where abideth Peace 
In the sure haven of the Father's will. 

Down in the deep, where tones mysterious sing 
Of things invisible, unknown to men ; 

Low melodies that in the spirit ring. 
And mock the feverish ramblings of the pen. 

Or, in the height the soul may not ascend. 

Knit to the body by a thousand ties, 

Ever ma/st thou with ready ear attend 

To catch the secret music of the skies. 

I 



THE PEARL OF ANJOU. 



Her star I saw at midnight, and there stole 

A strange, sweet thrill of mystery through my soul, 

E'en as a broken wave steals o'er the strand 

Of some lone inlet of a palmy land. 

Echoed the welkin songs of vanished days. 

That various mingled in one choir of praise ; 

As one that riseth sleeping, rose a strain — 

A phantom melody of love and pain, 

Of love long chastened, and of pam forlorn-— 

Thy soothing stream, O Time, hath washed the 

thorn. 
Never was earth more silent ; all the air 
Shone as a mirror, calm and still and fair ; 
Dashed by no wandering sphere's flame-wrought 

display. 
Clear gleamed the moon with soft and silvery ray. 
But that pale star, ^beaming with lonely light, 
With weird enchantment held my ravished sight. 
And thither wooed each thought, where crowding 

throng 
Praises more rapturous than poet's song. 



O Pearl of Anjou ! exquisite in grace 

That shamed the beauteous casket of thy face, 

Beamed out thine eyes, as from some deep blue lake 

Whose sparkling beauty Phoebus doth awake. 

Full oft thy lovers lingered on the green 

Where tripped so merrily their young hearts' 

queen — 

Fair lamb that frisked and gambolled on the lawn, 

Emblem of joy, and careless as the mom ; 

So blithe, so young, and innocent and true. 

Shaking soft locks o'er laughing eyes and blue. 

Where Tours lies sleep-lulled, and old temples 

sing 

Strong wordless praise of Charles, time-honoured 

King; 

While sweet Loire listens, winding, and reflects. 

In her pure heart, the image she protects — 

Image of fame, in earlier ages bom 

To France, not yet of her great glory shorn ; 

Where clashed the jealous knights, with shock of 

lance. 

To bear thy gage 'mid comrades in the dance, 

There princely Suffolk wooed thee for his own. 

His heart no proxy, but his hand alone. 

And winning, raised thee higher than them all 

To dizzy heights, and ready for a fall. 

I* 
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Now hushed and' sweet, like village bells, its 

theme 
Breathes ecstasy, and fancy reigns supreme. 
O well-remembered hour when Henry wooed, 
And thus impassioned for my favour sued : 
* No laurel wreaths of fame my brow entwine. 
For such I have no care — for thee I pine. 
Undone, indeed, if me thou dost disdain — 
Apart from thee, my life, I live in vain. 
If thou art mine, unspeakable my bliss ; 
If thou art lost to me, death's dark abyss ; 
Oh, agony, then death were life, life death — 
The balance of my fate hangs on thy breath.' " 

Alas! that Peace dwells not 'neath yon blue 

dome. 
And joy may not on joy succeeding come ; 
Swift as the hours, on the horizon form 
Their dread array, tempestuous wind and storm ; 
As eager warriors hurry, in the fight, 
To pluck the fruit of furious delight, 
So tempest rode on tempest, cloud on cloud, 
And darkness buried in more sable shroud. 
From West to East, and in the South again, 
Pale lightning spread her wings o'er land and 

main. 



Stayed was the strife one moment, and to earth 
Heaven wept the death of joy, and sorrow's birth ; 
With gathered strength burst forth the storm anew. 
And fiends laughed loud the dismal wreck to view. 

Unhappy land, if thy best blood shall flow 

Like some slow drain where sluggish cresses grow. 

How shall the body of a state be strong, 

Whose head submissive bows to rampant wrong ? 

Alas ! that kings should cowardly be found ; 

Creep ever lions, worm-like, on the ground. 

Unhappy Queen ! thy spouse, a King in name, 

Hearts more than his courageous could not tame. 

Had Henry's spirit only equalled thine. 

Love's early blossom ne'er had known decline — 

Bit by the sullen tooth of slow disdain. 

More deadly far than short-lived anger's reign. 

O Lioness of England ! whose white fangs 
Gleamed ruddy with their blood who caused thy 

pangs ; 
Bristling thy tawny mane, thine eye rolled fierce 
On those that dared thy weakling mate to pierce. 
But fierceness changed to fury, hate to strife, 
As foemen menaced one more dear than life ; 
Foretold that he should not his sire succeed. 
And vaunted to root out the royal breed. 



For him, no puny whelp, thy spirit changed. 
And crook-faced rage thy loveliness deranged. 
E'en as a furnace, lying unalarmed 
In fairy deep of glowing light becalmed, 
To meet the gale leaps high as ocean spray, 
Nor quails to lift the gauntlet for the fray ; 
Rageth more fierce that erst it slumbered mild. 
And roareth, leaping wilder, and more wild ; — 
Soon as the battle's devilment is o'er. 
Vanished and spent, all beauty and all power. 

Who deems the ocean violent and strong 
When idle sails scarce wing the ship along. 
When the proud Sun is mirrored in the deep 
And drives his chariot where the Nereids 

sleep ? 
Thus had York known that beauty such as thine 
Is but the shell of fortitude divine. 
The white-rose petals ne'er so strewn had been 
By battle's hurricane on Wakefield Green ; 
His head had not for gazing-stock been placed, 
Nor vengeance, Margaret, thy pure name dis- 
graced. 
O curse of nations, and hell's chief delight. 
Loathed be thy presence. War, when kinsmen 
fight. 
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The Muse, that loves to herald dauntless deeds, 
And oft Ambition's dying ember feeds, 
Unwilling sings their murderous fame who send 
Father or«son to death— brother or friend. 
Poised on an equal balance hangs the War, 
Cowers. defeat where victory strode before : 
And thou art gone a suppliant to France, 
No more to mingle laughter in the dance ; 
Thy mind hedged round by Towton's sad reverse, 
And dim forebodings of a coming curse. 

Thy waters, Severn, the last scenes can tell : 
How Discord raged, her hounds let loose from 

hell. 
With all the horrid din of raucous sound. 
As charge on charge terrific shook the ground. 
Hard by thy shore the bravest of the brave 
With Warwick fell, their injured Queen to save. 
Where through the blooming meadows Peace had 

strayed. 
And 'mid the bryony and knot grass played ; 
And where, at dawn, she lingered by the stream. 
And basked, delighted, in the sunny gleam ; 
While sweet the song of thrush, upon the breeze 
Soared heavenward with the lark, in tuneful 

glees : 



There Clamour shrieked at noon, and trumpets' 

blare 
Vied with the voice of death to rend the air ; 
Till gloom, thick- woven, hid the feet of day — 
Fit cloak to hide his infinite dismay. 
Then by the dead and dying knelt the priest. 
And horrour scared the prey-birds ffom their 

feast ; 
While black-winged Night sped on, for Nature 

still 
Pursues her course direct 'tween good and ill. 
So mingled is the woof of human life — 
The would-be mourner smiles when woe is rife. 
A frownless day, that broke unseemly fair. 
Beheld the swoon of Margaret's despair. 
As vengeful hands cut down the early flower 
Of her great pride, and stained the hideous 

hour. 

Strange that the dawn may not foretell the eve. 

Or happiness a store of blessing leave ; 

Then thou had'st ne'er a blighted harvest 

mown 
From seed so joyously in spring-tide sown. 
But no ; thy stormy summer found an end. 
And autumn saw thee shorn of every friend. 
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Unhappy mother ! still the plaintive song 
Of thy full-gamered misery and wrong 
Is heard in heaven ; and echo, sad, below. 
In sympathy repeats the strain of woe. 

O heartless grief, despoiler of the fair, 
How many faces thy deep furrows wear ! 
Frail flowers may not the windy storm abide ; 
With joy's decay, her beauty, fading, died. 
Like stormrtost seas, by hand Divine transfixed. 
As wave with wave in raging tumult mixed. 
Set was her face in one chaotic rest — 
For peace had settled in her wounded breast ; 
Pure as the moonbeam slanting on the snow. 
Still as the nook where dreamy waters flow — 
His crowning gift, who measureth weal and 
woe. 

Back in the land where early joys began. 
Ruined and broken past the help of man ; 
Like some fair vessel stranded on the shore 
Where gaily rode a nation's pride before. 
What, if, dismantled now, her wreck is seen. 
Whose very ashes would proclaim the Queen. 
Chased not by grief, nor now pursuing joy. 
Shut out from pain and pleasures that decoy ; 



II 

These, not besetting, suffered kind repose 
With tender hand her weary days to close. 
Tears welled no more in drooping eyes that 

wept, 
The heart was still where once mad passion 

leapt ; 
Calm as the dying sunlight, her brave spirit 

slept. 
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PREFATORY NOTE, 



There will be fonnd in the following poem, descrip- 
tive of Luther's spiritual troubles and the most 
stirring scenes of his life, nothing of importance that 
is not vouched for in the best histories of the great 
Reformer ; and it has been the aim of the Author 
in all dialogue to give as nearly as possible the veiy 
words of the speakers. 

The Author feels that he is especially indebted to 
Dr. Macaulay, the Editor of the Leisure Uour^ from 
whose admirable collection of " Luther Anecdotes " 
the verses have been chiefly constructed. 

The Snow Song introduced into the earlier part of 
the poem is a variation of a well-known version ; and 
the hymns from Luther's own pen have been trans- 
lated by the Author from the original German. 
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MARTIN LUTHER. 
I. 

At Eisleben in Saxony, ' 

Upon St. Martin's Eve, 
Was born a doughty champion ■ 

Brave conquest to achieve. 
Poor peasants were his parents, 

Martin Luther was his name, 
Hark I though four centuries have fled 

Resoundeth still his fame. 



II. 

'Twas not with flesh and blood alone - 

The hero did contend : 
To thwart him, all the powers of hell 

Did their dread legions send. 
To him the world unseen was real ; 

By faith he pierced the veil 
That cloaks from mortal ken the sphere 

Where spirits rule or quail. 



III. • 

At Magdeburg and Eisenach 

Study was his delight ; 
But oft he lacked a crust of bread 

In his chill room at night. 
Dull poverty, with visage pale, 

Mocked all his hopeful dreams ; 
Beyond his reach the power of speech, 

Such as might move men, seems. 
But still he studied hard and long, 

And as he worked he prayed 
The God of wisdom that he might 

With knowledge be arrayed. 
Heard was that prayer, and answered too. 

In God's own way and time ; 
Few could with him in science mate, 

Ere he had reached his prime. 

IV. 

With comrades was he wont to sing 

Sweet hymns from door to door. 
And beg for alms, for love of God, 

The guardian of the poor. 
One winter evening, as the wind 

Was blustering and cold, 
In St. George Platz, at Eisenach, 

He thus his sorrow told : 
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" Lord of Heaven, all sad and lonely 
I uplift my heart to Thee ; 

A poor wandering pilgrim only, 
Gracious Father, look on me. 

Never shall I faint or die 
While I walk beneath Thine eye. 

** With sure faith in Thee confiding, 
I fear not any path to tread. 

For the Saviour Master guiding, 
Day by day will give me bread ; 

Christ was hungry, Christ was poor. 
He will feed me from His store. 

*' Foxes to their holes have wended. 

Every bird unto his nest ; 
But my wandering is not ended. 

And for me there is no rest ; 
Yet I neither faint nor fear. 

For my Saviour Christ is near. 

" While I live. He will attend me ; 

If I die, to Him I go ; 
He'll not leave me, but defend me. 

So my heart no fear shall know ; 
Sin and sorrow I defy. 

For on Jesus I rely.* 
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VI. 

Thus his plaintive ditty ended, 

Martin turned to go away ; 
For a bit of broken victuals 

Thrice in vain he had begged that day. 
But now he sees an open portal. 

And within the ruddy glow 
Of the yule-log, crackling, blazing. 

Flashing firelight o'er the snow. 

VII. 

Forth steps Ursula, wife of Cotta, 

Worthy burgher of the town ; 
" Come," quoth she, " my little one. 

We'll not greet thee with a frown ; 
Come, and we will give thee shelter. 

Thou shall rest with us the night ; 
The good God would sure forsake us. 
And some grievous ill overtake us, 

Did we leave thee in such plight. 

VIII. 

From that hour was he supported 

By those citizens so kind ; 
Clothed and fed, and oft exhorted 

Well to occupy his mind. 



» 
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Soon as thrice six years he numbered, 

Bent on study of the law, 
To famed Erfurth went the student 

To increase his mental store. 
The Holy Bible found he there, 

A book to him right strange, 
And never had he seen the like 

In all the classic range. 
Upon his mind its influence 

Like some deep river rolled. 
That bore upon its broad clear flood 

A wealth of treasure old. 
He searched the whole right earnestly 

And never did he tire ; 
Each page seemed lit with light Divine, 

And filled with sacred fire — 
A light that lit his spirit, 

A fire that warmed his heart, 
And showed him all his sinful ways. 

And bade him thence depart. 

IX. 

Then came a day of terror. 

Loud pealed the thunder round. 

And struck by furious lightning blast. 
He fell unto the ground. 
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His friend, Alexis, by his side 

All lifeless he beheld. 
And vowed he would the world forsake,, 
And sacred pledge npon him take. 

By that dread sight compelled. 



The student thns a monk became 

And zealously he tried 
By fasting, prayer, and toil severe, 

To quell all lust and pride. 
Pallid his face, and weak his knees. 

And wasted was his frame ; 
But though he dree'd his dreary round. 

The flesh he could not tame. 

XI. 

Filled was his heart with evil thoughts. 

And bursting with distress ; 
Nor could he deck his naked soul 

With robe of righteousness. 
The terrors of God's holy law, 

Like all-devouring fire. 
Compassed him round, while deeper yet 

His feet sank in the mire. 
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XII. 

He shut himself in his narrow cell. 

And bolted fast the door, 
And there they found the penitent 

Stretched senseless on the floor. 
Him to revive they sought in vain, 

All motionless he lay. 
Till softly sang the choristers 

A psalm he loved to say. 

XIII. 

As their sweet voices rose and fell 

Upon his troubled ear, 
With heavenly charm they seemed to calnx 

The tempest of his fear. 
He rises out his stupor strange 

Of anguish and despair, 
And heavenward lifts his tearful eyes, 
And sadly smiles, and gently sighs. 

And moves his lips in prayer. 

XIV. 

But that relief and respite 

Was only for a while ; 
His fear and grief were too profound 

For music to beguile. 

2* 
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In vain some spoke of penance, 
And of redoubled zeal, 

Naught but the simple Gospel 
His wounded soul could heal. 



XV. 

Scarce one of all the brethren 

Could sympathy biestow ; 
Some thought he studied overmuch, 

And brought himself too low. 
Not one of all the brethren 

Could preach the blessed truth ; 
Save father Staupitz, he alone 

Could help the stricken youth. 

XVI. 

To Staupitz, his Superior, 

Did Luther then unfold 
His grief at finding sin so strong. 

His love to God so cold. 
** Full many a solemn vow," said he, 

" And promise do I make ; 
But never long do I perform 

The things I undertake." 
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XVII. 

Then low spake gentle Staupitz, 

" Thy trouble I deplore ; 
I, too, have failed to keep my vows. 

And now make vows no more. 
Look thou, with me, straight to the Cross, 

Adore the Crucified ; 
Trust in the righteous life He lived, 

Trust in the death He died. 
The Lord is not against thee, friend, 

But thou averse from God ; 
Oh, hearken to His loving voice. 

Hear not alone the rod. 
Listen how, through His own dear Son, 

He bids the weary come. 
And cast their burden upon Him, 

And find in Him a home." 

XVIII. 

Still Luther was incredulous. 

And thus he made reply : 
" Oh, how can I forgiveness get. 

While in my guilt I lie ? 
A man must first converted be. 

Ere he can hope to win 
Release from his great misery. 

And pardon of his sin. 
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There is in me no vital change. 

My virtne is all ontside ; 
My inner self is evil still ; 
I lack the power, I lack the will. 
To choose the good and flee the ill ; 

I am fhll of Inst and pride." 



*' Christ is the Door,'* the prior said, 

** Thou cai^ not tread the road 
Of holiness or happiness. 

Till He doth bear thy load. 
He is the author of our faith ; 

He doth repentance give ; 
And who would work the work of God, 

Must seek in Him to live.'' 

XX. 

As thus he spake, a heavenly ray 

Fell on his hearer's mind ; 
Such power the Gospel hath to light 

The spiritually blind. 
Such tidings had he never heard, 

E'en now he scarce believed, 
But searched the more the sacred store 

Whence hope he had received. 
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XXI. 



Not all at once was fall light shed, 

Darkness anon returned ; 
Dimly, and yet more dim awhile 

The lamp of comfort burned. 
" Oh, my sin ! my sin I my sin ! ' 

Cried he to his old friend. 
" Thy sin is real, and Christ is real 

Who made of sin an end ; " 
Thus tenderly replied the prior. 

And bade the young man raise 
His tearful eyes to Calvary, 

And mourning turn to praise. 



XXII. 

But still his peace did ebb and flow, 

Like ever-changeful tide ; 
At mom, may be, he did rejoice, 

At evening sadly sighed. 
Such agitation brought him near 

Once more to the gates of death ; 
In gloom more awful than before 

He drew his painful breath. 
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XXIII. 



Out of the depths he cried to God, 

Who heard in that he feared ; 
And sent to him an aged monk. 

Who thus the darkness cleared : 
•' In the forgiveness of sins," said he 

" Thou dost profess belief, 
Then, surely, such a faith as that 

Should bring thy heart relief; 
Not David's sins, or Peter's, 

Are mentioned there alone, 
But the sins of every penitent 

Who doth them all bemoan." 



XXIV. 

Soon as this word the mourner heard, 

He cried, " I do believe 
In the forgiveness of my sins ; 

No longer will I grieve. 
But praise the Lord with heart and voice 

And serve Him cheerfully ; 
For now I see He'll not to me 

Impute iniquity* 
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XXV. 



** In deep distress I cry to Thee, 

Lord, hearken to my call ; 
Bow down Thy gracious ear to me, 

Thereon let my prayer fall ; 
For wert Thou, Lord, to look upon 
The sin and wrong that hath been done, 

Who could before Thee stand ? 

** No grace or favour dost Thou spare. 
That sin Thou may'st forgive ; 

Our deeds are all of merit bare 
Though none should better live ; 

None can himself to Thee commend, 

In fear must all before Thee bend, 
And Thy grace ever praise. 

** Therefore my hope on God I'll place. 

My merit in the dust ; 
My heart shall rest upon His grace, 

And in His goodness trust. 
The promise of His precious word 
A Refuge for me hath assured, 

So, comforted, I wait. 
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'' Though it should tarry all the night, 
And when the mom is past, 

My heart shall not distrust God's might. 
Nor doubt upon Him cast ; 

Let Israel this right act approve, 

Begotten of the Holy Dove, 
And patient wait on God. 

'* For if our sins be very great, 
God's grace aboundeth more ; 

His hand repairs our evil state, 
Though we be injured sore. 

He is the shepherd who alone 

Doth for Israel's sin atone, 
And free him from them all." 

XXVI. 

So saying, the pilgrim passed the gate 

That leads to Zion's hill ; 
But oft he stumbled on the road. 

For purblind was he still ; 
He saw not yet the shifting sand 

Whereon proud Rome had built. 
Perceived not he must quit her walls. 

Or partake of her guilt. 
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XXVII. 



Jerome, Bishop of Brandenburg, 

Ordained him at the Feast, 
And placed the chalice in his hand. 

To offer now as priest, 
" Receive the power to sacrifice," 

Said he, " for quick and dead,** 
All ignorant that power belonged 

Alone to Christ the Head. 
Luther rejoiced to hear that charge. 

But afterwards he knew 
The blasphemy of such pretence. 

And shuddered at it too. 
That her mouth Earth did not open. 

And swallow them alive. 
Was due, he felt, to God's great love, 

That doth with sin long strive. 



XXVIII. 



Now lies the scene at Wittenberg, 
For thither Luther went. 

On Ethics and Theology 
To preach and lecture sent. 
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There Pollich and John Staupitz, 

Who supported him when weak, 
Much praised his pious wisdom, 

And, admiring, heard him speak. 
" That monk," declared wise Pollich, 

" Will some new thing propound, 
And all the learned doctors 

With the Word of Christ confound." 
How sagely true that prophecy. 

The coming scenes shall tell, 
And the actions of his noble life 

When he had burst the spell. 
The spell that bound him long to Rome, 

For all the Papal pride 
That rampant o'er men's consciences 

Imperiously did ride. 

XXTX. 

When to the Eternal city 

He his first visit paid. 
Enthusiast like, he pictured her 

In holiness arrayed. 
He crawled, with other pilgrims, 

Upon his naked knees. 
Half up the Scala Santa, 

God's vengeance to appease. 
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Then suddenly his conscience spake, 

A voice seemed in the air : 
" The just shall live by faith, 

What doest thou on this stair ? " 
He rushed those marble steps adown, 

That voice pursued him still, 
Bidding him climb by Christ the way 

The steep of God's own hill. 

XXX. 

And when he marked Rome's filthiness, 

Her woridly pomp and state, 
" Change must she, or fall," he cried, 

** For hell lies at her gate." 
Her traffic in indulgences 

Still further roused his ire. 
And moved his noble spirit 

And stirred its slumbering fire. 
On the church door of Wittenberg 

His theses bold he nailed, 
Wherein such paltering for souls 

He vehemently assailed. 
'Twas the first muttering of the storm 

That was so soon to break. 
And all the Papal edifice 

To its foundations shake. 
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XXXI. 

Men warned him of his peril 

Should he essay to cope 
With all the leagued power of Rome, 

Her Cardinals and Pope. 
But Von Hutten and Von Schauenburg, 

With Melancthon, led the van 
Of those who breathed encouragement, 

Despite the risk he ran. 
And other powerful patrons 

The Reformer had beside — 
Von Sickingen, with his brave men. 

Was ready forth to ride. 
And the Elector Frederic, 

Most potent chief of all, 
Was on his guard to watch and ward, 

Lest harm his friend befall. 

XXXII. 

Oh ! praise we then the Lord of Heaven, 

Who did the right uphold. 
And in the conflict that ensued 

Protect the champion bold ; 
Defending the supremacy 

Of His own holy Word, 
'Gainst those who sought to quell true thought 

By persecution's sword. 
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XXXIII. 

On the tenth of chill December 

Fifteen hundred and a score, 
A day that men remember. 

Began the holy war 
Which Luther waged with Leo 

Tenth of that Papal name. 
Flinging his bull and proud decrees 

Into the roaring flame. 

XXXIV. 

Deep, deep was the emotion 

That thrilled a thousand breasts ; 
The grandeur of that challenge 

All other thought arrests ; 
" Let fire eternal trouble you " — 

Like a flood, the words outpoured — 
" As ye have troubled long the Church, 

The body of the Lord." 

XXXV. 

Then burst the pent-up stillness, 

And a mighty shout arose ; 
They felt the day of slavery 

Was drawing to a close ; 
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They felt that God was with them. 
And that the canse was good. 

And vowed to carry on the war 
With zeal and hardihood. 

XXXVI. 

Weeping, laughing, singing, praying, 

They press the hero round ; 
And with the shout triumphant 

The hills and dales resound : 
" Glory to God, and to His Word 

That shall for ever stand ; 
Long live brave Martin Luther 

To free the Fatherland." 

XXXVII. 

Think you, the haughty Pontiff 

Would such an insult brook ? 
Forth went his edict instantly 

To bring the monk to book. 
With bell, and book, and candle. 

He pronounces him accurst ; 
And all the pack of papal wolves 

For his life-blood are athirst. 
But now the Emperor, Charles the Fifth, 

Imposes his own terms, 
And summons the Reformer 

To plead his cause at Worms. 
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XXXVIII. 



Upon the way some timorous say, 

"Thou wilt be burnt alive, 
Like poor John Huss who ventured thus 

With prelates proud to strive." 
" Were there flames from Worms to Witten- 
berg. 

And rising to the sky, 
Yet would I right through them pass 

In the name of God most high." 
So said the intrepid Protestant, 

And men marvelled as he spoke 
Many a tear is shed, and on his head 

God's blessing they invoke. 
Savonarola's portrait 

Is held before his face. 
Yet he is nothing daunted, 

, Strengthened by heavenly grace. 

XXXIX. 

At Oppenheim, from Spalatin, * 

His rashness to restrain, 
A message reached him, with the words, 

" From entering Worms abstain." 

3 
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** Tboagh there were devils in the town. 

He bade the varlet saj, 
**Kb ntmieroas as the roof-tiles, 

I would enter it to-daj. 



'' So strong a fortress is onr God, 

A good defence and arms. 
He'll help as oat of all distress. 

That now the soal alarms. 
Tlie old pemicioas enemy 

His onset makes in earnest. 
Armed with great power and subtlety, 

Of all on earth the sternest. 
By oar own might is nothing done. 

Soon we should lose the day ; 
The right man fighteth on our side, 

God'f chosen for the fray ; 
An thoa inquirest, * Who is He ? ' 

We answer, 'tis Christ Jesus ; 
No other God can win the field. 

The Lord of Hosts, He frees us. 

** Though all the world were full of fiends. 

Not much my spirit cowers. 
Though they may wish us to engulf, 

Success shall yet be ours. 
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The prince of this world nought can do, 

Though he be fierce and clever, 
One little word shall make him fall, 

And he is doomed for ever. 
The Word they must perforce let stand 

No thanks shall they receive, 
Our God throughout His Spirit gives, 

And never will us leave. 
Let them take wife, and child as well. 

Yet they shall nought be gaining ; 
Though honour, lands, and life we lose, 

Yet we shall still be reigning." 



XLI. 

'Twas thus he came before his judge. 

And in the outer hall 
George Freundsberg, Knight, did him incite 

To fear no man at all ; 
** Poor monk," said he, " thou hast a march 

And struggle to go through. 
Far worse than we in warfare make. 
But may'st thou here fresh courage take. 
For God will never thee forsake. 

If but thy cause be true." 
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XLII. 

Remanded till the morrow. 

Lather spent his honrs in prajer. 
And preparation of the troth 

Which he must then declare 
Before the Court of Notables, 

Two hundred chiefs and more. 
Prelates, barons, counts, and dukes. 

With Charles their Emperor. 
And when the morrow came he said : 

" Except my words be found 
To Holy Scripture contrary, 

I must by them be bound." 
And all the barons, counts, and dukes. 

His answer did astound. 
** My conscience is a prisoner 

To all the Bible saith. 
To Pope or Council ne'er can I 

Submissive yield my faith. 
God's Holy Word is law to me. 

None other do I ken ; 
Here I stand, I cannot else, 

God help me so, Amen ! " 
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XLIII. 

All silent with astonishment 

At first the assembly sat, 
Till Charles exclaimed, " This monk untamed 

Hath daring utterance durst ; " 
Then, wrathful, cried the Chancellor, 

" If thou dost not retract, 
A heretic thou art proclaimed 

By reason of this act ; 
And how to deal with heretics. 

The states will soon decide. 
So this, thy act, now quick retract, 

And cease from foolish pride." 
** Retract I cannot,*' Luther said, 

** May God my helper be." 
And thus was closed the grandest scene 

Of his grand history. 

XLIV. 

In the Castle of the Wartburg 

See the hero now confined. 
By friends for his security 

To durance strict assigned. 



38 

For, in joumepng from the city, 

He was captured on the road, 
And borne by masked horsemen 

Away to that safe abode ; 
Away to calm seclusion. 

Amid the wooded hills, 
Where nightingales sang sweetly 

To the music of the rills. 
'Twas there he found the leisure 

The Scriptures to translate, 
And so withstood, for his nation's good, 

The duresse of his fate. 



XLV. 

Men knew him there as brave Knight George, 

And a knight, in sooth, was he ; 
But he drew the sword of the Sacred Word, 

And Satan made to flee. 
His helmet was Salvation, 

And Faith his only shield. 
With such armour bright the soldier dight 

Is never known to yield. 
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XLVI. 



Like John in the isle of Patmos, 

He found it good to stay 
Alone with God and bear the rod, 

And study, think, and pray ; 
But ever and anon the thought 

That he had left the field. 
Or seemed to leave it, to the foe 

That ne'er had known him yield. 
Nor ever weary in the fight 

His weapon keen to wield ; 

Disturbed, that thought, his peace of mind, 

Till longer to remain 
Became to him intolerable. 

And forth he went again ; 
But first he wrote thus to his friend, 

Of all his friends the chief, 
As Jonathan to David, 

To give his mind relief : 
** Hold the fort, Melancthon, guard 

The fortress of Jerusalem ; 
Though they should conquer thee and me, 

The truth shall conquer them." 
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And now the insunnecUon 

Of the peasants had begun. 
Long had the fiie been smouldering. 

For ciuel wrongs were done. 
In the mediaeval ages 

Too often might was right. 
And the peasants were accounted serfs. 

Nor were their burdens light* 
But, alas ! upon the Gospel 

Their violence brought disgrace. 
For, under Luther's baimer. 

To Satan they gave place* 
Then their leaders he admonished. 

That no Christian it became 
By quarrelling and fighting 

To foul the Christian name ; 
And to the chiefs and nobles 

He made a strong appeal 
The people's grievance to redress, 

And consider more their weal ; 
But neither side would hearken. 

And torrents of blood were shed, 
Till at the grievous spectacle 

The hearts of good men bled. 
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XLVIII. 

Ohy that all kings and statesmen 

Might from such troubles learn 
To quench the flames of discontent 

Ere they so hotly bum ; 
To let the oil of charity 

The troubled waters still ; 
And not be o'ercome of evil, 

But with good vanquish ill. 

XLIX. 

Back Luther went to Wittenberg, 

Prepared to live or die ; 
But not for him was destined death, 

But glorious victory. 
Wider, and yet more wide, the truth 

From city to city spread. 
Till all the north of Germany 

Renounced the Pope as Head ; 
Head of the Church they would have none, 

Save Jesus Christ, their Lord ; 
And did protest that they would rest 

Obedient to His word. 
The bold confession of their faith. 

Which they at Augsburg made. 
Showed plainly that on God alone 

Their hearts and minds were stayed. 
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L. 

One chain there yet remained to break, 

A yoke on many necks. 
The forced celibacy of priests 

Did Luther's spirit vex ; 
Clearly he saw that any law 

Which matrimony forbid 
To man or woman, was a thing 

Of which the Church to rid ; 
And for himself he did rejoice 

That what he erst deemed sin 
He now might do, and nothing rue, 

A woman woo, and win. 
To Catherine von Bora 

He gave his plighted troth, 
Since he loved her, and she loved him, 

And Christ was loved by both. 

LI. 

Such marriages are sealed in heaven, 

And God His blessing gave, 
With dower of dear children, 

A gift that they did crave. 
Oh, theirs was a right happy home. 

From bickering free and strife, 
Richer than Croesus Martin deemed 

Himself with his sweet wife. 
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LII. 

And now of happy days I sing, 

Of a father's heart that glowed 
With tender, strong affection 

On his little ones bestowed ; 
To his first-bom, Hans, just five years old, 

In happy humour wrote, 
The stem and strict Reformer, 

This quaint paternal note — 

LIII. 

" To Hanschen, my dear little son, 

In Christ both grace and peace ; 
I am glad to hear thou leamest well. 

Nor dost from praying cease. 
Continue thus, my darling boy. 

Thy lessons well to learn. 
And I will bring thee a fairing fine 

When homeward I return. 
A lovely garden do I know. 

Where the children run about, 
And chase each other round the shrubs. 

And to each other shout. 
In golden garments they are dressed, 

And gather apples fine. 
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And on the trees above them plums. 

And pears, and cherries shine. 
Right merrily they sing and jump, 

With little horses play, 
Silver saddles on their backs. 

And bridles of gold have they. 
I asked the man whose children these. 

To me he then replied : 
' Oh, these are they who love to pray 

And seek their Saviour's side.* 
* Then,' said I, * I have a son, 

Hans Luther is his name. 
May he not to this garden come. 

And join this merry game. 
Feast on these pears and apples sweet, 

And these fine ponies ride ? ' 
And the man said, * Yes ; if to pray and learn 

The little lad has tried. 
And he may bring his pla)nnates too, 

Lippus and Just with him, 
And they shall have golden cymbals. 

And dance by the river's brim.' 
And he showed me a pleasant meadow, 

For merriment prepared ; 
And the pipes and cymbals were of gold. 

Just as he had declared. 
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But I could not wait to see it all, 

For the children had not dined. 
So I quickly went that this be sent 

Before the sun declined. 
But I told the man that if you came, 

Aunt Lena must come too ; 
And he said, * So be it ; go and write, 

And all shall come quite true.' 
Therefore now, my little son Hans, 

Hearken to what I say. 
And tell this to Lippus and Just, 

That they too may learn and pray ; 
So shall ye all meet in that blest retreat. 

And be happy as the day. 
My greetings to Aunt Lena, 

And many a kiss I send. 
And herewith to Almighty God 

Thee and you all commend, 
Thy loving father, Martin Luther." 
(So signed he at the end.) 

LIV. 

Throughout a score of years they lived, 

A couple doubly blest. 
And worked for God together. 

And waited for their rest. 
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Sorrow was theirs as well as joy. 

Their little daughter died, 
The gentle Magdalena, 

Her parents' joy and pride. 

LV. 

But in the valley of shadows brightly shone 

Hope with its blessed ray, 
" Yes, I am willing to depart," 

They heard their darling say. 
While for themselves they could but mourn, 

For her they did rejoice, 
With such sweet solace came to them 

The Holy Spirit's voice : 
" Blest are the dead which die in the Lord, 

No more by sin distrest, 
They sleep in Jesus peacefully. 

And from their labours rest." 

LVI. 

O poet, and professor! 

Philosopher, divine ! 
Preacher of truth, and doctor ! 

How great a soul was thine ! 
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Thy prayers, thy hymns, thy treatises 

Are well known to this day ; 
Many a wanderer have they led 

To Christ, the door and way. 
To Christ the Prophet and the Priest, 

To Christ, the heavenly King, 
To Jesus Christ, the Lord and God 

Of grace the fount and spring. 

LVII. 

How vast the crowd of witnesses 

Who to thy honour speak : 
Diedrich, thy trusty servant, 

Thy master, Frederic; 
Bucer, and Bugenhagen, 

Melancthon, and Pollich, 
And many more in days of yore, 

If testimony we seek. 
E'en Mainburg and Longolius, 

The historian and the sage> 
Though writing to denounce thee, 
Both candidly pronounce thee 

An honour to thine age. 
Then who are they that dare to say 

Thy motive was impure ? 
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Tis clear as day thej love the waj 
Which God cannot endure. 

Thy life all heroes wish to live, 
A life of noble strife ; 

Thy death all men would wish to die, 
A death that dawns to life. 

LVIII. 

Bom and baptized at Eisleben, 

At Eisleben he died. 
Hear how in his last hours he showed 

In whom he did confide ; 
For, in the vale of shadows. 

To Jehovah thus he cried : 

" O my heavenly Father, 

Father of Christ our Lord, 
Thou God of consolation, 

Be Thy great Name adored. 
I thank Thee for revealing 

Thine own dear Son to me, 
In whom I trast, and whom I love. 

And have preached constantly. 
Thee whom the Pope pernicious 

And wicked men blaspheme, 



49 

I now beseech receive the soul 
Thy mercy did redeem. 

Father, though this life I leave, 
And burst these earthly bands, 

Surely Thou wilt me receive, 
None can pluck me from Thy hands/' 

LIX. 

" Our God is the God of salvation, 

God the Lord delivers from death," 
Was Luther's last exclamation. 

Not long ere he yielded his breath. 
To the question, " Cling you still unto Jesus, 

And the doctrine you preach and profess ?" 
One word more only he added, 

The single momentous word, " Yes." 

LX. 

1 have sung of Luther's virtues. 
Must I tell you of his faults. 

Of how he met with scathing scorn 

His scurrilous foes' assaults ; 
Of his bearing sometimes fierce and rude 

Bred of his fieiy blood ; 
Of his torrents of invective 

O'erwhelming with their flood ? 

4 
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An adamanthine instrument 

Was needed for the deed, 
That broke the links of error's chain. 

And many thousands freed. 
Is it not enough that he knew his faults^ 

And did them oft deplore ? 
Remember, ere you judge him, 

The judge stands at your door. 

LXI. 

I would rather join the multitude 

That echo still his praise, 
And pasan upon paean 

To his high honour raise ; 
For I love, as they, the champion 

Of conscience and of truth. 
The standard-bearer of God's Word 

And herald of His ruth. 
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THE DEAD OF NIGHT. 



Lonely standing by the ocean. 
Grief will not release her prey ; 

While the night grows old and older, 
I await the birth of day. 

Nature sleepeth hushed and silent, 
The winds lie prisoned in their cave 

Chides the moon the pale reflection 
Of her image on the wave. 

There, in yonder rocky village. 
Soundly sons of hardship sleep ; 

Theirs no longer care or trouble. 
Storms of life that stir its deep. 

But yon dimly lighted lattice 
Speaks of suffering within ; 

There an anxious mother bendeth 
O'er her child so wan, so thin. 



4* 
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Spare, O heaven, the consolation 

• 

Of a poor, a hard career ; 
Hear a father's dear petition, 
Wipe away a mother's tear. 

Day, the tide of life is ebbing 

'Tween thy shores of mom and night ; 
Death is solemnly approaching, 

Thou may'st not withstand his might. 

Fading, thou art doomed to perish. 
Doomed thy smiles, thy frowns, thy tears ; 

See his scythe is raised to strike thee. 
Whose pale steed hath load of fears. 

Even now this awful stillness 
Marks his voiceless herald nigh, 

Who thy destiny announceth, 
Naught is left thee but to die. 

Wanes the fire that cheers the watcher ; 

Casements shiver as in pain ; 
Now dear voices long departed 

Whisper to the heart again. 
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Stir the leaflets in the forest ; 

With thine anguish branches moan ; 
Hark ! the passing bell is tolling, 

Day has uttered his last groan. 

Hail, weird vacancy, deep darkness, 
Black as when the angel passed, 

And, on cursed homes of Egypt, 
Darts of death unsparing cast. 

Through the wide deserted city ; 

O'er the moorland, by the fell. 
Fast and silent, slow and halting. 

Flit the shades of heaven and hell. 

Some like fleecy clouds of summer. 
Wing through space their rapid way ; 

Lo ! some robed in ghastly raiment 
Sadly wait the judgment-day. 

All have heard the trumpet clanging 
Loud and hoarse o'er land and seas, 

As along the trackless aether. 
Wildly powers of darkness flee. 
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Shall the thread so strained be broken ? 

Yes, if life come not amain. 
All her subtle essence bringing, 

Once more death and chaos reign. 

No, for now some heaven-born influence 

Sweeps to renovate a world. 
Ere, upon the vanished ages. 

Yet another day is hurled. 
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TELL ME. 



Tell me, darling, speak my fate softly, 
When I am parted from thy presence. 
Will remembrance or forgetfulness 
Bless or destroy me ? 

With dear glances speak to me only, 
'Tis forbidden lips should desecrate 
Love unquestioned, modesty virgin. 
Maidenly feelings. 

Nor may I open wells of affection. 
How could I ask thee, tenderly nurtured, 
L ack of luxury ever to share with me. 
Poverty* s portion ? 

But I may register vows in heaven. 
Stoutly to serve, as Jacob for Rachel, 
To fight the bitter fight of fortune 
Only for thy sake. 
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Is the fight bitter ? Darling, I love thee 
Far above passion, passion that bums me. 
Far above aught else — Oh, God, forgive me. 
Make me love Thee more. 

If I may not climb to gather 
That one blessing, union with thee, 
O, heaven grant me consolation 
In my great misery. 

And if another lightly should win thee, 
Or less scrupulous, or more opulent, 
Heaven prevent me in my madness 
Wishing to slay him. 

But if love meet full requital. 
If this pain have more than healing, 
And thou wilt be loved as woman, 
Never yet dreamed of. 

Then would lips half-parted tremble. 
Words attempting, only to close again ; 
Things so tender, so mysterious. 
Fearful of handling. 
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THE GOLD DIGGER 



Though cold, cold seas divide us, love. 

Thy land and mine between ; 
The globes that glisten far above. 

My constant vows have seen. 

By day fierce passions round me rage, 
Loud swear the impious crew ; 

No woman here fell hate to assuage, 
None faithful, loving, true. 

While blood-stained hands the shovel grasp, 

And eager turn the sod. 
The murdered breathes his last hard gasp. 

In troubled prayer to God. 

Ere yet the day is hushed to rest, 

I linger by the lake ; 
And watch the glimmering in the west, 

Till those dear fires awake. 
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Sweet alphabet of hearts in heaven. 

To save me from despair ; 
How I adore the mystic seven, 

That form thy letter there. 

Softly they echo every sigh 

In memory of me ; 
And nightly fade away and die, 

For sad, sweet sympathy. 

Beneath the seven I kneel, and pray, 
That toil may bring me gold. 

And swifter speed the bridal day 
My love shall thee enfold. 

Toward the seven my soul I turn. 

With eager, fond desire ; 
And quenchless thoughts within- me bum. 

Lit by the sacred fire. 
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TO A FIRE WORSHIPPER. 



Hail ! first created, ancient, bright. 
Vicegerent of the Light of Light ; 
What time thy wheels o'er chaos whirled. 
And darkness to perdition hurled. 
With praise the Empyrean rang. 
As to thy Maker angels sang. 

Primeval idol of the earth I 
The nations shall bewail thy birth. 
That prostrate bow before the East, 
And to thy borrowed honour feast ; 
Loud paeans chanting to thy might, 
Victorious o'er the king of night. 

O crystal troth, if light divine 
Upon thy holy features shine ; 
O dim and half-mjrsterious thing. 
If men a veil upon thee fling, 
A veil of vanity and skill. 
By devils woven to their will. 
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Behold our God, the heathen cry, 
He doth in flaming chariot fly, 
Worship before the sword of light 
That wounds the demon of the night ; 
Worship and bow before his throne, 
The Lord of fire is lord alone. 

Where bitter blow the winds that freeze. 
Where perfumes scent the southern breeze ; 
Where burning sands in columns rise, 
Tossed by the storm-wind to the skies ; 
The monarch reigns who doth embrace 
The distant poles with kindly grace. 

There on the mountain bound in ice. 
There in the blooming Paradise ; 
Where jackals scream, and vultures swoop. 
And silent-suffiering camels droop ; 
The Arab and the Norseman pray 
The favour of the king of day. 

What sweet enchantment doth he spread, 
To wake the colours that lie dead, 
Touched by his envious hand who reigns 
In darkness and eternal chairis ! 
What spell o'er earth, and air, and sea, 
To rouse them from their lethargy ! 
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What spell o'er hmnan nature led, 
Admiringy soon to bow the head ! 
Created matter mortals choose. 
And the essential spirit lose ; 
Faithy faith alcme can stay the soul 
On God, the maker of the whole. 

Behold our God, the faithful cry. 
His gloiy see in earth and sky ; 
His chiefest emblem in the sun 
Sent forth his splendid course to run, 
That earth beholding may rejoice. 
And raise to God her thankful voice. 

Let all on whom those rays shall beam, 
Reflectors of his gladness seem ; 
Let joyous lips sweet anthems sing 
Unto the heaven's eternal King ; 
And blinded souls to light restored, 
Shine to the glory of the Lord. 

Tune, tune the heart at early dawn. 
And with the sun let love be bom ; 
Awake desire that as our days 
Are rendered comely by his rays, 
So may our souls, illumined, bless 
The risen Sun of Righteousness. 
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SORROW 



Ah, yes, there are seasons of sorrow. 
When the spirit would fain be at rest. 

When unquiet thoughts of the morrow 

Seem to wrestle with thoughts that are blest. 

How oft when coy Fortune smiles brightest. 
And our hopes find their end in success. 

The long-looked-for joy is the slightest, 
And e'en as it cometh grows less. 

And oft when there seemeth no reason 
Why gladness should not reign supreme. 

In the camp of the heart lurketh treason. 
Of hope but a transient gleam. 

Can this then be Satan's endeavour, 
To keep us chained under his sway 

Our holiest feelings to sever, 
And bind us his captives for aye ? 
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Oh, no, 'tis the spirit within us 
That chafes when by earth led away, 

And zealously striveth to win us 
From the sensual things of to-day. 
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JOY. 



Where is there one who can deny 
That dawn unfolding, night serene, 

The grander works of nature vie 
To gain the palm of joy ? 

Or, when the sun's more mellow ray 
Shines o'er some hill on flowery mead, 

And westward concentrates the day 
In sympathy of joy. 

Or later, beaming on the main, 

In kindness to God's creatures there, 

When ocean wave cannot refrain 
From bounding in its joy. 

Nor lesser bliss doth night impart, 
Alternate monarch on the throne, 

Whose influence in every heart 
Begetteth peaceful joy. 
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Then is the spirit filled with thought, 
How good is God ! how thankless man. 

And like some worthless vessel fraught, 
With lovely pearls of joy. 

Thine, gentle night, thine is the palm. 
For in thy reign our Christ was bom. 

One shield from one eternal harm. 
The only perfect joy. 

Yet they are few to whom 'tis given 
From aught in earth or ocean wave. 

To catch a glimpse, to taste of heaven 
To dream of heavenly joy. 
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THE ANCESTRAL HALL. 



Fast by King Alfred's ancient seat 

Nestles a shady dell, 
Mine ancestors* beloved retreat, 

Beloved by me as well. 

See where the verdant lawn extends, 
Once my dear mother played, 

And where the bourne its journey wends. 
There love and beauty strayed. 

Lo, in monarchal eminence 
The modem mansion stands, 

Offspring of parent tenements. 
Structure of vanished hands. 

See it all chivalrous within ; 

The hall, in armour clad. 
Doth well attest how early din 

Obtained this peace so glad. 
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Peace for a race to death erst doomed, 
Whose motto, " Owed to heaven," 

Yet not without fair fame entombed, 
Renowned beyond the glen. 

Embosomed 'mid the barren downs. 
The lovelier seems the glade. 

Afar from peace-invading towns. 
By Nature's travail made. 

Mark well the stillness-haunted stream, 
Slow stealing through the wood, 

All hushed for ever in a dream. 
How pensive is its mood. 

A magic mirror is its face. 
Wherein who looks may read 

How he should patience seek — a grace 
That mortals ever need. 

And mark the sloping woodland well. 

And all its beauties glean ; 
'Tis there the blithesome fairies dwell. 

And dance in pearly sheen. 



5* 
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Dear are indeed these olden seats 

To every generous heart 
That high for love and honour beats^ 

And shuns the vulgar mart. 
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THE COQUETTE'S VICTIM. 



What! is thy love betrayed, mine own sweet 

friend ? 
Doth she who nurtured it, now bid it end ? 
Why, then, did summer bring her to thy side, 
For this was love more surely to betide ? 
Paris — or London, if with thee to dance, 
Were better than the joys of sunny France. 
Was it not settled thus in autumn days. 
When, riding by thy side, she heard thy praise ?. 
So much from thee, the rest myself I saw. 
And blessed thee for thy joy that was in store ; 
Or why was foot so coyishly displayed. 
And why did lips bid wealth before love fade ? 
Why were those glances tenderly bestowed 
To fan a flame that, scarce concealed, glowed ? 
Why in thy verses did she take delight. 
And wish to know the meaning of their flight ? 
Why was thy converse sweeter than the air 
Of the Blue Danube Waltz she thought so rare ? 
Why was thy likeness asked for, taken, scanned. 
And snatched so quickly from a mother's hand ? 
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Why did the song so tenderly begin, 

In sweet surprise — " Das ich so traurig bin " ? 

Were those tones false whose music whispered 

guess 
The maid of Ziirich's waters answered " Yes " ? 
Not ignorant my sympathy is thine ; . 
But, dearest friend, I would not have thee pine, 
Nor case thine heart in adamant or steel — 
The woman lives who love for thee shall feel. 
" Yes, yes," I hear thee answer ; ** but the dream 
Is gone, of women being what they seem." 
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FAREWELL 



Farewell, dear love ; from thee to part. 
Ah, me ! what rending of the heart ! 
Each pulse declares how dear thou art. 
Farewell, dear love, farewell. 

The head commands ; the heart saith, No ; 
Subject thou art, and shalt not go. 
The heart is King ; O head, bow low. 

Farewell, dear love, farewell. 

Vain then, O head, thy vaunted right. 
All vain thine excellence of sight ; 
To thee, blind heart, belongs the might. 
Farewell, dear love, farewell. 

Farewell, dear smile, no longer glad. 
And humid lashes drooping sad 
O'er eyes that erst blithe radiance had. 
Farewell, dear love, farewell. 
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Hold me upon thy heart to lean, 

Let thy dear hands clasp mine between, 

So they my love more fully glean, 

Farewell, dear love, farewell. 

Press, press thy lips once more to mine. 
Once more thine arms around me twine ; 
Am I not altogether thine ? 

Farewell, dear love, farewell. 
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EVELYN. 



The seasons in their course return, 
The tidal wave rolls back the sea ; 

But may the spirit ever learn, 
A second time, love's melody ? 

Such music Evelyn did beget, 
And won my spirit by her grace. 

That shone, a priceless jewel, set 
In the fair casket of her face. 

'Mid nut and thorn, beside a rill. 
That prattled softly to the trees. 

Mine ear first caught her merry trill 
Rising and falling on the breeze. 

And hurrying on with quicker tread, 
That beat the cadence with my heart. 

In fond delirium, fancy said, 
O, magic voice, how sweet thou art. 
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Soon, as a sadden turn I took, 
Where kissed the hazel boughs above, 

I met the maiden with a look 
That tenderly unveiled my love. 

For oh ! her dainty, dainty mouth. 
Ah ! mine, abashed, is dumb for this. 

Ripe as the zephyr of the south. 
It breathed a longing for a kiss. 

And flowing tresses, wondrous fine. 
Veiled all her neck in mist of gold, 

As loving tendrils of the vine 
Embraced the wedded elm of old. 

Slowly our separate ways we went. 
With one soul-laden look behind ; 

And learnt the mutual meaning lent, 
To such reflections of the mind. 

The morrow came, and smiling dawn 
Peeped slyly at us in the grove ; 

For, lo, the spirit's child was bom. 
That infant god whom men call love. 
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So we joined hands, as lovers do, 
A^d watched the sunlight on the lea ; 

And all the summer hours through. 
Our theme was love and constancy. 

Leaning upon the mossy bank. 
My loving fingers wooed her hair ; 

As side by side we fondly drank 
Deep draughts of bliss beyond compare. 

How passing sweet to cage her hand, 
And strain her bosom to my breast ; 

Oh, who is there, in any land. 
So rich in love, so greatly blest ! 

Fondly I wished I was all voice. 
So all that voice might sing her praise ; 

And Evelyn whispered that her choice 
Would be to listen all her days. 

Thus were our mingled day-dreams blent. 
Quaint as the shadows on the lawn, 
^ Where kindly sunbeams lustre lent. 
Delighted that such love was bom. 
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And ere the moon had fully grown, 
Bom the new birthday of our life ; 

I made sweet Evelyn my own. 
And myself thine, O darling wife. 
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A SONG OF THE SEA. 



Potent the spell of the ocean 

When the sun-gleams glint off the spray, 
The heart must sing to the music 

That the child-wind makes in its play, 
As it merrily frisks by the halliards, . 

And gambols with Ina's bright hair, 
As she whileth an hour on the taffrail. 

Sweet figure of all that is fair. 

" Plaintive the song of the bow-wave 

As it falls from the shearing stem 
Eddying aft in a white swirl, 

Like the light from some flashing gem." * 
Is it opal, amethyst, sapphire. 

Or topaz with diamond set. 
Or maidenly glances of April, 

Beaming smiles with lashes all wet ? 



♦ A veiy slight variation of a passage in ** Round the 
Galley Fire,** by Mr. Clark Russell. 
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Flap the barque's white wings in the gloaming. 

Then unfold to the freshening breeze, 
That is speeding home to the pine-woods. 

To sing there its song of the seas ; 
To bring flush of health to the pale cheek 

Of the sufferer laid by the shore. 
Who, in furious charge for his country, 

Fell headlong covered with gore. 

When onward the vessel is bounding, 

As the courser flies o'er the mead. 
With rollicking gallop, delighted 

From tiresome restraint to be freed, 
The heart must dance to the measure 

That the billows beat as they roll, 
For, upheaved by a kindred emotion, 

Swells the surge of the human soul. 

And when on the silvery waters 

The pure moon is sinking to rest. 
Like a virgin pillowed on lilies. 

Or a babe on its mother's breast, 
Falleth peace that may hardly be gathered 

Upon earth as on the calm sea, 
Far away from turmoil and jangle. 

There restful the spirit may be. 
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Eut the heart must join in the battle 

When the storm-clouds gather for war. 
And the wail of the wind in the rigging 

Is attuned to the thunder's roar; 
While the mountainous surges are rushing. 

With sibilant sound to o'erwhelm, 
The good ship doomed to destruction. 

Were thers not brave hearts at the helm. 
« « • # 

An emblem of life is the ocean. 

With its tempests following calm, 
And heaven is the long-wished-for haven 

Where we shall be sheltered from harm. 
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WEDDED. 



Edith, beloved, thou darling of my days ! 

Awake, for dawn hath spread her glittering 
wings, 
And I would tune a sonnet to thy praise. 

Ere yet the lark his early carol sings. 

Or, if thou sleepest, I will fondly turn 
Adoring eyes to feast upon thy face ; 

And, wrapt in sweet enthusiasm, learn 
To fathom mysteries of hidden grace. 

E'en till thy voice, like some bright angel's song, 
Striking a chord responsive in my heart. 

Shall summon joys that to the day belong, 
And wider braid the bands that may not part. 

Radiant as gems that sparkle in the caves, 
Where deep in ocean tuneful sirens dwell. 

And pure our lives as moonlit Eastern waves. 
Sweeter than song of love-bird in the dell 
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In bosom folds the buxom Hours shall glean 
A gladsome harvest from our deep content, 

As softly steal entwined souls between 

Harmonious words with hallowed passion blent. 

While rooks are gathering all the twilight hour, 
And wing their homeward flight through tinted 
skies, 

Kneeling, I'll nestle closer in thy bower. 
To read my destiny in wistful eyes. 

Happy our lot, if fond caresses weave 

Magical spell of exquisite delight ; 
And with full tide of love thy bosom heave 

Beneath the languid moon the long, warm night. 

Then will I form a girdle of my arms 

To encircle the rich treasure that is mine. 

And, yielding to the glamour of thy charms. 
Devote myself to be completely thine. 

So merged in love's unfathomable deep, 
Entirely lost, like stream in ample sea. 

The storms of life shall harmless o'er me sweep. 
Careless of all, if I may shelter thee. 
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MARGARET. 



In early days T thought her fair, 

Her heart was in her eyes ; 
A precious heart, beyond compare, 

And pure as frozen skies. 

The daisy fresh upon the lawn 

In childhood is supreme ; 
Eut twenty years bring frequent scorn 

On such a simple theme. 

One ardent spring, as manhood spread 

Soft down upon my cheek, 
The daisy is not fair, I said, 

Brighter flowers I'll seek. 

Then summer came and brought delight, 

Sweet fruit of golden hue ; 
In some, of brightest bloom, a blight 

Fast to the core there grew. 
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Faded the fruit that buried yet 
The undying worm of sin, 

But bloomed the daisy, Margaret - 
Her heart was pure within. 

Again did early thong-hts arise. 
The daisy now seemed fair. 

And Margaret became my prize, 
A flower beyond compare. 



84 



ELSIE. 



Like olden spell enchanting, 
Uttered soft and low, 

Fell a loving whisper. 
Just seven noons ago. 

Wonder-working moment, 
Hallowed by the birth 

Of sympathies eternal. 
Cradled upon earth. 

Yes ; and more than cradled. 
Nurtured at their spring. 

Thoughts for ever swelling 
To that fount shall cling. 

Stirring deep emotion. 
Fathomless and clear ; 

Fond memories recalling. 
Banishing all fear. 
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Above the clank of anvil, 
Roar of devouring fire, 

Where iron smiteth iron 
In Stafford's lurid shire ; 

Above the roll of thunder 
O'er Winandermere, 

And the weird wind-music. 
Her sweet tones I hear. 

May they echo ever, 
As I hear them now, 

Wandering with Elsie 
'Neath Helvellyn's brow. 

Hand in hand we wander 
Through the fairy grove, 

Listening to the ripple 
Of the ghyll above. 

'Mid lady fern and mosses ; 

By lonely tarn and dell ; 
By Skelwith, and by Colwith, 

O'er bleak and barren fell. 
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Dear Ambleside, we love thee. 
Love thee more and more. 

Love thee most at parting 
From thy winding shore. 

Yet hast thon a rival 

With more beauteous breast, 
Cumbria's daughter, Derwent ; 

Peaceful be her rest. 

Peaceful be her slumber, 

Lulled by gentle rills 
From Borrodaile's dark mountains. 

And fair Keswick's hills. 

Rocked upon her bosom 

Long have we reposed, 
'Mid the golden lilies, 

Till the evening closed. 

Till the woods grew dusky 

And the isles were dim, 
And the shadows, meeting, 

Kissed the sedgy rim. 
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Long have we, reclining 

Lost in thought awhile, 
Gazed, in heaven-bom silence. 

Up the lone defile. 

Pondering the glories 

Of Barrow and Lodore, 
Their waters ever foaming, 

Falling evermore. 

Frisking, singing, laughing, dancing. 
From point to pool, and then 

Dancing, laughing, singing, frisking. 
From pool to point again. 

Like merrily tripped onward, 
And danced the weeks away. 

That held the twain bright Sabbaths 
Of our holiday. 
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PARTED 



Pjeace winged her flight, and I was left 

A belmleM vessel on the main. 
Ail powerless, of pilot reft. 

To seek new shores or port regain* 

Than riches, never gulf more wide 
My Joy and me could lie between ; 

Oh 1 that the gold were mine to hide- 
No more, for hurt, should it be seen. 

Were we both peasants, lowly bom. 
And thou my sweet, and joined our bands, 

I were not with thi« misery worn — 
Seeming to woo thee for thy lands. 

Or were I throned a king, and crowned, 
And thou a maid of low degree, 

rd cast my sceptre to the ground 
And raise it but to give to thee. 



I 
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In either sort could I be thine, 
Now doomed to tossing on the wave. 

Ah ! why may I not make thee mine, 
When 'tis thyself alone I crave ? 
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HER VIOLA, 



Were I, dear love, the viola 
Slumbering on thy breast. 

Waiting thy will to wake me 
By thrilling touch exprest, 

Within the enchanted circle 
Of thy soft tender hand 

Still would I lie enraptured, 
Nor seek to loose that band. 

My voice the echo of thy heart. 

Or serious or gay. 
To tell, in tones melodious. 

What thou should'stbid me say. 

So every playful fancy, 
And every thought of love. 

And every sigh of sorrow 
My sympathy should prove. 
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For trae and faithful service 
Should but my guerdon be. 

Loving pressure of thy lips 
Oh I that were ecstasy. 

My heart, it is thy viola, 
Its chords thou dost awake, 

And stir it from its slumber 
And therein music make. 

When, darling, we are wedded, 
Then blissful shall I rest. 

And thou wilt hold me closely 
Upon thy gentle breast. 



"^^^^I^^W^ 
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BLUE PETER. 



This to my Brother, ere the hoary sea 

So full of days and memories grown dim, 

Bear him from Albion, and her haunts beloved. 

To some grotesque inhospitable shore. 

Wafted by winds unwilling — Let it be. 

Ye winds of heaven, ye stars, and moon, and sun, 

I charge you weave your story as of old ; 

Tell him, ye winds, and gentle be your voice. 

How ye have lingered at the chamber-door 

To bear, on angel wings, that music sweet. 

And softer than the murmur of the breeze 

Stirring the acacias or the tender vine, 

A mother's prayer — How oft, with ruder zeal, 

Like tocsin loudly clanging, ye recall 

A sudden pallor to a sister's cheek — 

The blanch of fear, by faith and hope o'ercome. 

How ye pass on to gambol with the locks 

Of the fair maid, a sailor's destined bride, 

By God adorned, and whisper in her ear. 

Wait, prithee wait, he will not wed but thee. 
« « # « « 
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Tell him, ye stars, that glisten in the heights, 
Fast by the portals of the heavenly choir. 
That kindly thoughts in th' Empyraean meet, 
Bome by pure seraphs to the Saviour's feet. 
And ever speak of hope, ye spheres of light, 
That rule majestic realms of day and night ; 
Shine on his labours, for his pleasure come. 
Crown his success, and bid him welcome Home ! 
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SWEET SEVENTEEN. 



My sweet is as the mossy rose 

Just budding into beauty, 
Her graces now the leaves disclose. 

To love her were a duty. 

And as her beauty doth increase, 
That love the more increaseth ; 

O heaven, on her outpour thy peace, 
Thy grace that ever pleaseth. 

Aid, ere four lustres mark her birth, 
Each spiritual endeavour ; 

A woman, then, of lasting worth. 
May she be mine for ever. 

An Aspiration. 

O may my wife be such as this, 
Fond picture in my mind ; 

For surely lives are full of bliss. 
That are with love entwined. 
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May she be modest, meek, and mild, 

Not senseless, but serene ; 
Full docile as a little child. 

Yet in her judgment keen. 

May she e'er blend her will with mine. 

So they shall be as one ; 
And may I all my will resign, 

Should it leave hers undone. 



An Acrostic. 

Flower of light ! first rose without thorn 

Angel enchanting, bright as the mom I 

Never was lily fairer to see, 

Never a rose so lovely to me, 

Yet am I parted, darling, from thee. 

Welfare, God grant it, richly attend 
All thine endeavours crowned in the end, 
Love's perfect blossom fall at thy feet, 
Kindliest sympathy make each day sweet ; 
Evening and mom to cheer thee combine, 
Roses thy pathway everywhere twine. 
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Query. 

I heard its sound before it came, 
I saw its track just like its name, 1 

I felt it, and it made me lame, 
What was it ? 

Reply. 

It groweth ever while you grow. 
It leaves a mark upon the snow. 
So doth a footstep — ^ah, just so — 
You see the riddle well I know ; 
That is it. 



I. 



Love is a tiny rill at first, 

Love is a raging sea at last, 
Sip not the rill for love athirst. 

Or Love's deep sea will hold thee fast. 



II. 



Ah, love, how sweet art thou — how doubly sweet 
When two fond hearts in thrilling union beat ; 
How art thou bitter, fed with cold neglect, 
So weal and woe scarce compass thine effect. 
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My love is as the lily fair 

With violet eyes and golden hair, . 

Her lips the coral and the ruby make, 

And pearly teeth her frequent smiles awake. 



IV. 



O fairer than flowers, than honey more sweet, 
Accept the love-offering Spring lays at thy feet ; 
Each flower is a volume, so read and discover 
How Cupid hath pierced the heart of thy lover. 




>>Vi*/<> 
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DEMOSTHENES DE CORONA. 

Inscription. 



These for their country weapons raised in fight, 
And foemen scattered, impudent in might ; 
Valorous they fought, nor cared their lives to save. 
But chose one common arbiter, the grave. 
That Grecian necks should to no yoke give place. 
Nor slavery suffer dire in its disgrace. 
Full many a corse their country to her breast 
Doth clasp beloved, for such was Jove's behest ; 
Gods fail in naught, nay, must in all succeed. 
But life may not escape the fate decreed. 



ARISTOTLE. 

Ethics, Book /. c, 9. 
Delian Inscription. 

Justice is crowned. Health leads a numerous 

host, 
But winning what we love doth charm us most. 
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HORACE. 

Ode 30, Book III. 



More staid than brass, than pyramid more high 

By royal edict towering to the sky, 

A monument I've built, which ne'er shall mar 

Tempestuous wind or storm ; it still shall last 

When countless ages in their course have passed. 

To me death cannot come, I feel, I know. 

To his stern sway my fame shall never bow ; 

For me posterity shall ever praise. 

Fresh blooming shall I live in minstrels' lays ; 

While priest and maid the Capitol shall tread. 

And hapless victim to the altar lead, 

Where rushes Aufidus with rapid pace. 

And shallow Daunus rules a rustic race ; 

I, lowly bom, was first, it shall be said, 

Who Ijrric verse in Roman metre led — 

Claim, O Melpomene, thy meed of praise, 

And crown my honoured brow with Delphic bays. 
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PREFATORY NOTE. 



The following imitation of the Tenth Satire of 
Juvenal is from an mifinished MS. by the Anthor's 
paternal ancestor, William Melmoth, Banister-at- 
Law, the Author of ** Fitz-Osbome's Letters" and 
the elegant translator of Pliny's and Cicero's letters. 
"W, M., obiit, s.p., A.D. 1794. He was the son 
of William Melmoth, Bencher and Treasurer of 
Lincoln's Inn. 
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IMITATION OF THE TENTH SATIRE 

OF JUVENAL. 



Say, thou in Nature skilled, my Memmius, say, 
As the wide world impartial you survey. 
Whence of all knowledge, this so rare a skill. 
To judge of right, to know the good from ill ? 
By what strange error wandering mortals miss 
The path fair opening to the seat of bliss ? 
Why few, so wondrous few, of all mankind 
Seek their true happiness, or, seeking, find ? 
Our wandering bark how seldom Reason steers, 
Or prompts our hopes, or justifies our fears. 
Vain fear, or wanton hope, with lawless might 
Seize Reason's throne, and scorn her sacred 

right. 
Hence, by himself mistaken, man is cursed. 
For, of all ills, successful vows are worst. 
How oft has wealth, the miser's warmest prayer. 
Destroyed the wretch whom poverty would 

spare ? 
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When civil discord raged around the land, 

Did e'er the cottage moum the plunderer's hand ? 

But sad Britannia's ravaged shires can tell 

What pompous palaces in ruin fell. 

Shall he whose humble earthen vessels bring 

The temperate waters of the limpid spring 

Fear poisonous draughts ? He gives the fear to 

those 
Whose rich Toquay in golden goblets flows. 
Since then our wishes take so wild a flight, 
Too lofty or too low to hit the right ; 
Was Heraclitus, tell me, too severe, 
Oft as he viewed mankind who dropt a tear ? 
Or was that sage unreasonalSly gay 
Who laughed to see the silly game we play ? 
Yet gay Democritus, if right I ween. 
No courts or courtiers' fopperies had seen. 
Could he behold Imperial Caesar train 
His gallant troops fair glittering o'er the plain, 
'Midst the dread ranks, and patient of the 

dust. 
Fearless he rides, the bravest and the first — 
The star bright beaming on his generous breast, 
'Midst all, the hero in each act expressed — 
The mighty beaver that with friendly grace 
Shades half his awful majesty of face ; 
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While lengthening files move o'er the trembling 

ground, 
And martial strains inspiring trumpets sound, 
While gartered peers for honour, not for pay, 
Press round his steed and share the glorious day. 
He would — ^what, would he? Sir, your satire 

spare, 
He would not cry — a man may safely swear. 
The pride of titles and the lust of sway, 
With swift destruction some have snatched away. 
The giddy mob capricious honour pays. 
And loves to ruin whom it helped to raise. 
Now fixes statues, and now hurls them down. 
Now gives a halter, and now lends a crown. 
Would you, to share unhappy Villiers' fate. 
Preside o'er monarchs and conduct their state. 
While servile sycophants around you stand, 
Here give a riband, there bestow a wand ? 
Whole senates silence, and whole armies rule, 
Here make a general, and there a fool ? 
Happy to see great dukes besiege your gate. 
And gartered knights amidst your lev^e wait ? 
Well, why not give to this our wishes still. 
The power is God-like, can we want the will .'* 
Yet calmly tell me, every evil weighed, 
Have not these men for power too dearly paid ? 
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Better be mayor of some mean borough town, 
And doze securely in your scarlet gown, 
Than first in office, like great Villiers stand, 
Like him, to fall beneath th' assassin's hand. 
Let faithful annals of past ages tell 
How Rome's great conqueror, how Stuart fell ; 
How lawless lust of still unsated power, 
Their death made hideous and bloody their last 
hour. 

Mark, as you walk through Rufus* ancient hall. 
The dangling streamers that befringe the wall, 
Maybe you'd call them worthless sticks and rags. 
No, says ambition, these are Honour's flags. 
From foreign lands such glorious spoils to seize. 
And wave triumphant, mighty victors please. 
The reeking sword with human slaughter cloyed, 
Hath more than dearth or pestilence destroyed ; 
Yet why ? To deck the monumental stone 
With trophies vain and honours not their own ; 
Or grant the verse swells equal to their fame. 
How weak is marble to preserve a name. 
The solemn pile itself shall fell decay 
By Time's impetuous torrent sweep away. 
Where now is Hannibal, or what his fame ? 
Forgot — or mentioned but when boys declaim. 
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Yet this is he who humbled mighty states, 
And shook proud Rome with terror to her gates. 
Heaven to his spreading arms opposed in vain 
The craggy mountain, and the raging main. 
Mark how this sun of glory closed his race. 
How gathering clouds his setting ray disgrace ; 
A wretched exile in a foreign land, 
He sues for succour from a treacherous hand ; 
Meanly he flies for refuge to the grave. 
And dies inglorious, as the humblest slave. 
The youth whose arms subjected all around 
A world too small for mad ambition found ; 
Checked in his course with frantic grief of mind, 
He swelled like seas in narrow straits confined. 
See him the victor who in ruin hurled 
Opposing nations and inflamed the world, 
Unfeared, from Babylon's fair walls return, 
Shrunk to the narrow limits of an urn ! 
Death, death alone confirms in one sad hour 
How vain, how impotent is human power. 

View Xerxes 'midst th' innumerable host 
That deluged wide undaunted Graecia's coast. 
How round their chief the glittering warriors 

throng. 
The memory yet gleams terrible in song. 
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Ne'er hath ambition since that signal day 

So dreadful marched, or in such proud array ; 

But Heaven, to check the monarch's wanton pride. 

His troops in flight ignoble scattered wide ; 

See him a fugitive to Asia's shore 

Who swayed refulgent millions just before. 

So glory crowned the hero's high desires — 

So perish all whom false ambition fires. 

There lives no youth who, fond of science, roves 
The studious shades of academic groves. 
But, stirred by Tull/s more than mortal fame. 
The forceful flow of eloquence would claim. 
But Rome's great orator, O cruel wrong. 
Fell a sad martyr of his graceful tongue. 
Though words persuasive with resistless force. 
Like some impetuous torrent's rapid course, 
Forth from his gushing lips majestic poured. 
Vain was his voice to sheath the tyrant's sword ; 
Better unheard with sacred dulness plead 
Than speak like Tully, and like Tully bleed. 
Had kindly fate, when some few years had flown. 
Snatched the first Charles, yet blameless, from the 

throne, 
Peaceful his soul had sought eternal rest. 
His ashes honoured and his memory blest. 
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But added years came rolling on with pain, 
Raged discord round, and cursed his lengthened 

reign, 
Fast by him fell the noble, generous, brave, 
Their fatherland, or else their King, to save. 
He, too, a tale for ministers to tell. 
By felon hands, a wretched victim fell. 

When Marlborough's arms had humbled Gallia's 

power. 
And taught contending chiefs to rage no more ; 
In that glad hour when olive-handed Peace 
Composed the world and bid confusion cease ; 
Had Heaven recalled the laurelled victor's breath. 
And saved the hero in the arms of death ; 
Exiled, he ne'er had faction's insults borne 
Of all his glorious toil the base return. 
But Heaven, perhaps to humble human pride, 
Preserved the man till all the hero died. 

Beauty, the anxious matron's fondest vow ; 
Beauty is worth a prayer, you must allow. 
Yet since Lucretia's virtue is so rare, 
Lucretia's beauty.sure we well may spare. 

Ask if he'd rather be 

Sire of Rufilia's chaste deformity, 
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Shall he in music's tender strains rejoice, 
Or listen pleased with Strada's angel voice, 
When the shrill trumpet scarce can reach his ear. 
Or the loud thunder of the bursting sphere ? 
Through his cold veins the lifeless juices flow 
Which with a fever's heat would hardly glow. 
To All his painful measure; add to these 
The mournful family of pale disease. 
Whose v«irious names should I them all recount. 
To what vast numbers would the roll amount. 
Not in Pope's verse more knaves and fools you'll find, 
To shame eternal wittily consigned ; 
Not Chloe views more lovers in her train ; 
Not more last year by doctors' bills were slain. 
There is a weakness still untold behind, 
Sure fate of age, the weakness of the mind : 
When the tired soul with years and misery worn 
Forgets, ere night, the face she saw at morn. 
At that sad time when not one sense is clear. 
In steps some scrivener and defrauds the heir. 
But, grant the mind survives the wreck of years. 
Still, other sorrows shall demand his tears. 
Oft shall the solemn hearse obscure his gate. 
And frequent deaths his mournful asras date. 
Friend, parent, mistress, life's endearing ties. 
Whom first we honour, and whom most we prize. 
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Time, cruel spoiler, who will nothing spare, 
Shall from his aged arms relentless tear. 
Till not one friend remain of all his store 
To close his eyelids or his loss deplore. 

What would this satirist ? Will he nothing spare ? 
And must we live like Prior's idle pair. 
Nor love, nor laugh, nor fear, nor wish, nor care ? 
If truth's in verse and bards may moralise. 
In this short maxim man's true interest lies. 
Your whole pursuits to heaven's high will submit. 
Think what it gives,, and what denies, most fit. 
Blind to futurity, with anxious prayer 
We ask a mistress or implore an heir ; 
But heaven, omniscient, graciously averse. 
Rejects the suppliant and withholds the curse. 
Yet, lest you think there's nothing left to pray, 
And deem the Sabbath a superfluous day. 
Heaven has in store a happiness to grant. 
Though few possess, 'tis misery to want — 
A mind superior to each vulgar fear. 
That every ill for virtue's sake can bear. 
That views approaching fate without a sigh, 
And deems it man's best privilege to die. 
Whose arduous labours when his country claims 
(Warm with the zeal benevolence inflames) 
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Severest toils like O would brave 

The untrod climate and the threatening wave. 
A soul that nobly scorns for toils like these, 
The sweets of love and luxury and ease, 
The path of happiness shall never miss, 
For virtue, virtue only, leads to bliss. 




PART II. 



Sacreb ipoema. 



K 
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EARTH'S STORY. 



Far away in the land where myrtle and vine, 
Tall cedar, and cypress, their shadows entwine ; 
Where the note of the dove is heard in the vale. 
And odour of citron is borne on the gale ; 
I hushed me to sleep by the murmuring sea. 
That was telling the tale of her trouble to me. 

I dreamed of a dawn that blushed modestly fair. 
And songs of the seraphim filled all the air. 
As the radiance shone on the bosom of earth, 
And kissed the calm sea till it joined in the mirth, 
'Mid leafy glades glintered, and danced in the 

meads. 
Ever blessing, and blessed, by bountiful deeds. 

But foul treachery lurked far away in the west. 
The storm-spirit, envy aroused in his breast. 
With wings drear and dismal stretched over the 

main. 
Flew onward with burden of sorrow and pain ; 
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The lightning gleamed fierce, the dread thunder 

was heard, 
And all nature quaked at the ruin she feared. 

Clad in blackness of darkness night fell apace, 
With horror dismayed, the pale moon hid her 

face ; 
'Mid the gloom of that change into tumult and 

din. 
The tumult of passion, and shadows of sin. 
The trees sadly moaned, and the ocean it sighed. 
O'er the death of delight, and fair hopes belied. 

Was that wail of creation uttered in vain ? 
Must the storm-fiend for ever victory gain ? 
Behold ! out the darkest deep of the night 
Far eastward, there glimmers a clear beam of light ; 
Yet wider and brighter outspreads the fair ray, 
Till it chases all gloom and sorrow away. 




8* 



PART II. 



Sacreb ipoema* 



K 



ii8 

When the angels had departed, 
" Let us go to Bethlehem," 

Said the shepherds. O true-hearted 
Christians, let us go with them. 

Go, and see, with faith's clear vision. 
The great things the Lord hath done 

Comprehend the Saviour's mission, 
See the victory He hath won. 

'Neath His feet the serpent wounding 
That the warfare did begin ; 

All the powers of Hell confounding, 
By His triumph over sin. 

With the Virgin Mary ponder 

O'er His birth, His life. His death ; 

Mark His acts with holy wonder. 
Hearken to the words He saith. 

So shall we, His life receiving, 

Be in spirit bom again ; 
In His love and power believing. 

Evermore in glory reign. 
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NEW YEAR'S EVE. 



I Ceron. IV. 9, 10. 



What means that bell, so sweet and clear. 
Mingling its tone with midnight chime ? 

It tolls thy knell, departing year ; 
It marks thy birthday, hoary Time. 

Now all the peal their voices fling 

Merrily out from ivied tower ; 
Joyously youths and maidens sing, 

Hail ! new-born year, rich be thy dower. 

As, through the massive oaken door. 
The ringers quit the hallowed pile. 

They see one kneeling on the floor. 
Where moonbeams slant athwart the aisle. 

" God of the poor," he humbly cried, 
*' My sad distress is known to Thee ; 

Let not this year fresh ills betide, 
But shower Thy mercies, Lord, on me. 
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Ere I was bom, my father lay 
Without this fane in lowly grave ; 
When first I saw the light of day, 
Her parting sigh my mother gave. 

*' O Father of the fatherless. 
To Thee my tearful eyes I raise ; 

This year my youthful efforts bless, 
And fill with gladness all my days. 

** Oh, that Thy hand may on me rest. 
And all my erring footsteps guide ; 

Keep me from evil, and divest 
My heart of grief, and care, and pride. 

E'en while he prayed, an angel sped 
To bear his spirit to the skies ; 

More than the blessing sought was shed 
On his new home in Paradise. 

The sexton found him prostrate there. 
And, on his face, a heavenly smile 

Told of a heart now free from care, 
As it had been devoid of guile. 
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RECONCILIATION, 



2 Cor. v. i8. 



How beautiful their feet, who bring, 
From Zion's mount to nether plain, 

The tidings sweet which angels sing, 
Of peace restored to earth again ; 

Of warfare waged and victory won. 

All praise to God's eternal Son. 

Chequered were childhood's happy days. 
By storm and sunshine, strife and peace, 

And he who did the quarrel raise 
Was ever last to bid it cease ; 

So now 'tis man, who wrought the wrong. 

That will not hear the angels* song. 

What shame to be His enemies still. 
Who stretcheth out His loving hand ; 

O stony heart and stubborn will. 
To let thy Friend beseeching stand, 
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Waiting to fold thee to His breast, 
And quit thee of thy fault confest. 



So greatly God commends His love ; 

How different His ways from ours ; 
On sullen soil from heaven above 

Fall soft the sunbeams and the showers ? 
Mistrust we Him whose kindly eyes 
Smile sadly on us from the skies ? 



Ah ! some are weary of the strife, 
But fear their grievous load of sin ; 

The spectres of a mis-spent life 
Rise from the tomb of hope within, 

And, with sepulchral voice, they cry. 

Nought is now left thee but to die. 



Oh, hearken, hearken, brother dear, 
On Calvary thy debt was paid ; 

Let love divine dismiss thy fear. 
Thy sin is all on Jesus laid. 

Shall He not all thy guilt forgive. 

Who died that thou might'st ever live ? 
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And robes of righteoasness are given. 
Whiter than yet imsnllied snow ; 

Robes that shall make thee meet for heaven. 
Where peace and joy for ever flow, 

Christ bore thy sin, that thou should'st be 

His righteousness eternally. 
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REPENTANCE. 



St. Matt. hi. i. St. Mark i. 15. 



O Israel, turn, why will ye die ! 

Behold ye not the gathering gloom, 
And lurid light of tempest nigh. 

To warn the wanderer of his doom ? 

Stem was the voice in Eden's grove, 
That on the shade of evening fell, 

As truth and love imited strove 
The pride of unbelief to quell. 

Prophet and priest, in ages past, 
In solemn tones renewed the call ; 

And ever while the world shall last, 
Its echo on our ears shall fall. 

The fate of Esau call to mind. 

Who sought, in vain, too late to tread 

The path of blessing left behind 

For lust that scorned the children's bread. 
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Remorse may in the bosom bum, 

And the outcast plunge in death's dark flood ; 
The way of life alone we learn 

By faith in Jesu's precious blood. 

Let godly sorrow-dim your eye, 

From evil flee, the good pursue ; 
A broken heart and contrite sigh 

The penitent shall never rue. 

Repentance is the gift of God, 

Oh, seek it at His mercy-seat ; 
And patiently endure the rod 

That lays you at the Saviour's feet. 
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CORRECTION. 



St. Luke xii. 6—9. St. John 3cv. i, 2. 



In simple village home 
Two winsome children died 

Before they yet had learnt to roam 
Far from their mother's side. 

The porch was trellised o'er 
With foliage fresh and green ; 

Blush roses peeped in at the door ; 
The hearth was bright and clean. 

But in that pleasant cot, 
Careful of earthly things, 

The one thing needful they forgot 
Till joy had spread his wings. 

Husband and father now 

Lay on a bed of pain ; 
The heavy drops upon his brow 

Told how his strength did wane. 
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Oh, spare this cruel blow ! 

Heart-rending rose the prayer, 
As, piteously, their tears did flow : 

O God ! wilt Thou not spare ? 

Then, bending o'er the bed, 

The minister of God, 
With gentle voice, appealing, said : 

" It is your Father's rod. 

" When, in yon garden ground. 
The pear-tree bore no fruit, 

Did' St thou not prune and dig around 
.Ere thou did'st it uproot ? 

** So, looking from above, 
God views each drooping soul ; 

And prunes and purges in His love, 
If He may make it whole. 

" Beyond the dark storm-cloud, 
The heaven is still serene ; 

So God His pitying smile doth shroud 
Beneath a sterner mien. 
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" Ob, let OS kneel and pray 

For grace to kiss the hand 
That chastenetb now, in mercy's day. 

Heirs of a better land." 

« « • * 

God gave the blessing sought. 

And added health and strength ; 
Stayed was the scourge when they were taught 

To seek His face at length. 
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THE FEAR OF THE LORD 



Psalm cm. 



Fear ye not Me, saith God th' Almighty Lord, 
Will ye not tremble at My power displayed 

In earth, and sky, and sea that vainly roared 
When at My bidding her proud waves were 
stayed ? 

Oh, foolish man, and slow of heart to see, 
Wherein thy wisdom and true welfare lie, 

Hearest thou not the voice that speaks to thee, 
In rush of whirlwind, and soft zephyr's sigh ? 

The radiant orbs that light heaven's azure plain. 
The murmuring fountains that refresh the earth, 

The verdant dales, and fields of golden grain. 
All sweetly tell the story of their birth. 

Their great Creator^s praise they constant sing ; 

And shall the nobler voice of man be dumb ? 
Oh, rather, let us magnify our King 

In higher strains, till death our lips benumb. 

9 
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How good is God to them that fear His name. 
And meekly bow before His awful throne ; 

He knoweth all the weakness of their frame. 
Created by His Word from dust alone. 

Behold how high th' ethereal vault is raised, 
So great His mercy is to sinful man, 

Angelic hosts in rapture stand amazed, 

And fail its length, and breadth, and height to 
scan. 

When God forgives, our pardon is complete. 

For why ? The debt completely hath been paid ; 
On Calvary did Love and Justice meet — 

All human guilt was there on Jesus laid. 

Far as the east is from the utmost west. 
Beneath the lowest deep of ocean tide, 

The sins that long our spirits sore oppressed, 
The Lord in mercy doth for ever hide. 

Like as a father pitieth his son. 

Returning penitent m hapless plight, 

And doth to meet him with forgiveness run. 
Bidding him welcome with sincere delight. 



So God, our Heavenly Father, doth embrace 
His erring children who to Him return. 

And once more gives them in His heart the place 
They now no more in proud rebellion spurn. 

Therefore, O earth, for ever praise thy Lord , 
sacreil fire of love, all hearts inflame : 

By saints and angels let Him be adored : 
All that is in me bless His Holy Namu. 
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THE LEPROSY OF SIN. 



St. Mark i. 40 — 42. 



In eastern lands, 'neath azure skies, 
The home of pleasure and of ease, 

Often the traveller turns and sighs, 
Met by some victim of disease. 

The halt, the blind, are frequent there. 
By the wayside they seek relief ; 

Dread pestilence is in the air, 
That smiles as though it knew no grief. 

And oh I how pitiable the sight 
Of that dire plague, the leprosy ; 

The living death of all delight, 
'Tis but incarnate misery. 

Soon as the lep'rous taint is shown. 
Then many a bitter tear is shed, 

His friends the stricken one bemoan. 
And number him amongst the dead. 
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In robes for the departed worn, 
The sufferer clad goes forth in gloom. 

As one who for himself doth mourn. 
Weeping beside his own sad tomb. 

Separate ever must he roam, 

Object of loathing and of fear, 
And ne'er revisit friends or home. 

To memory so fondly dear. 

E'en such an one to Christ drew nigh, 
One that His power to heal had seen, 

And thus appealed with piteous cry : 
" Lord, Thou alone canst make me clean/' 

The spirit of faith was in his prayer. 
Like vein of gold in ore engrained, 

Of faith that struggled with despair. 
For anxious doubt within him reigned. 

As lone he wandered, did there ring 
Echoes of judgment in his ears, 

Miriam, Gehazi, and the King 
Uzziah rose to wake his fears. 
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Each seemed to point a spectral hand 
To his foul plague with one accord, 

Inlent that he should understand 
'Twas type of sin and sin's reward. 

Ah, yes ! as canker through the rind 
Of fairest fruit doth eat its way, 

Evil infects the heart and mind. 
No mortal can its progress stay. 

Full many a fault did he recall, 

That cried to Heaven for vengeance stem, 
And thought, if Jesus knew them all, 

He must his supplication spurn. 

** Lord, if Thou wilt, Thou can'st" he cried, 
Half-fearing harsh repulse to meet ; 

And bowing his disfigured head. 
He prostrate fell at Jesu's feet. 

But on him, with compassion moved. 
The Saviour looked with gentle mien, 

By touch and voice His mercy proved, 
** I will," He answered ; " be thou clean." 
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Ever the same, He heals the soul 

Incurable by human skill ; 
The word that made the leper whole 

Can cleanse polluted sinners still. 

O Holy Spirit, on us pour 

The grace of spiritual sight, 
Shed on the pages of the Law 

Thy rays of all revealing light. 

Lead us to Christ, and make us know 
Him strong to save the suppliant meek. 

Able and willing to bestow 

Without delay the health we seek. 
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CHRIST THE DOOR. 



St. John x. i — 9. 



" I AM the Door," so Jesus spake, 

And pointed to the fold, 
By Cedron's bank, 'mid verdant brake 

Lit with the sunset gold. 

A fold, with portal in the wall 
That formed a fence secure, 

Soon as the night dews softly fall, 
Enclosed fast and sure. 

For ravenous beasts were wont to prowi 

Along the mountain side. 
With sullen roar and dismal howl 

That peril did betide. 

But now the flock is passing in 
Beneath the Shepherd's care; 

And little reck they of the din, 
When safely sheltered there. 
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Nor lack of pasture do they dread, 
Nor scorching noontide fear, 

For, by the stilly waters led, 
A voice beloved they hear. 

The gentle voice they know so well, 

And follow all the day, 
As to the brook, or shady dell, 
. It calleth them away. 

**I am the Door," so Jesus speaks. 

To every wanderer still. 
That shelter in God's household seeks, 

** Enter all ye who will." 
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CHRIST THE WAY, 



St. John xiv. i — 6. 



Calm was the night, the moon serene 
Decked Zion's heights in silvery sheen, 
As o'er Jerusalem the spell 
Of her enchantment softly fell. 

See in a spacious chamber there, 
Fanned by the breath of balmy air, 
The eleven are holding converse sweet, 
Reclining at their Master's feet. 

The supper ended, Judas gone, 
With holy love all faces shone ; 
But tears were glistening in each eye, 
As Jesus said, " I soon must die." 

A myriad spheres above them gleam. 
Lulled were their thoughts in mystic dream. 
Till tender fell upon their ears 
His voice, who knew their hopes and fears. 
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*' Ye rightly deem those worlds so bright. 
Created for the saints' delight, 
Soon shall it be My fondest care 
To make your homes for ever fair. 

•'Though storms of trouble o'er you break. 
And earthly friends your side forsake, 
Yonder await you peace and rest, 
In those bright mansions of the blest. 

" Let not despair bedew your eyes 
Nor vex your souls with mournful sighs ; 
Lo, I return to cheer the heart 
That grieveth sore when I depart. 

*' But for a little while I go. 
My friends beloved, the way ye know ; 
Ye trust in God, have faith in Me, 
And I your guide to heaven will be. 

** The flaming sword no more shall keep 
From Paradise the souls that sleep ; 
I am the Life, the Truth, the Way, 
To realms of everlasting day." 
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THE PASSION. 



I. 

Hark the solemn bell is tolling, 

'Tis the Crucifixion dawn ; 
Now the Gospel scroll unrolling, 

Bids us with the Sufferer mourn. 

For our sins the Lord was wounded, 
Our transgressions' curse He bore ; 

At the Sacrifice astounded, 

Let our grief be great and sore. 

Oh, what depths of woe, thy garden 

Did behold, Gethsemane ! 
Shame if we our hearts should harden 

As we view such agony. 

There, upon the cold earth kneeling, 

Wrestles He in prayer alone ; 
Hear His voice through darkness stealings 

" Father, let Thy will be done." 
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See His foes, with staves and torches, 
Come, as if against a thief; 

Wrath Divine His Spirit scorches, 
Yet He seeketh not relief. 

To the ground behold them falling, 
As He utters God's own name, 

** I Am," solemn word appalling, 
That with awe struck every frame. 

With them Judas, who betrayed Him 
By false signal of a friend. 

Yet His Lord would not upbraid him, 
Hurrying to His awful end. 

See His love all love surpassing, 
Stretching out a healing hand. 

Not with foes or outcasts classing 
E'en the bitterest of the band. 



Hear Him the disciple warning, 
Who, indignant, drew the sword ; 

Such a mood was not adorning 
One, who called the Saviour Lord. 
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" Thinkest thou," said Jesus, sighing, 
" I cannot to My Father pray ? 

Angelic legions would be flying 
Speedily all these to slay." 

But for us humiliation, 

Deeper than our thoughts can reach. 
Bears the Lord of all creation, 

Nor will aid from heaven beiseech. 

Do you marvel true friends leave Him, 
With the blood-drops on His brow ? 

Let not your denial grieve Him, 
See that you confess Him now. 

If, like Peter, you are learning 

'Tis not easy to be true, 
Think you see the Master turning 

Sad, reproachful glance on you. 

Penitent in that dark hour, 
Bitterly bemoan your fault ; 

Trust no longer your own power 
To withstand the foe's assault. 
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In your deep and sore depression, 
Heavenward turn your mournful eyes, 

Seek for Jesu's intercession, 
Lest you fall, no more to rise. 

Lowly kneel before His Table, 
Show forth thankfully His death, 

Plead with God to make you stable, 
Faithful to your latest 'breath. 

Maybe you will share His sorrow. 

Victim of malicious spite, 
But a bright and glorious morrow 

Will succeed the darkling night. 

Though your path in life grow rougher, 
Though you meet with toil and pain, 

If, with Him, you patient suffer, 
With Him also you shall reign. 

II. 

Sad and solemn is the story 
By the four Evangelists told ; 

But how radiant is the glory 

Of the Christ which they unfold. 
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, Let us every memory cherish. 

Though the scene so mournful be, 
Let no word or action perish 

Of the sacred mystery- 
Splendid gleams the court of trial. 

Bronze-clad Romans guard the hall, 
But the Christ is past denial — 

Most majestic of them all. 

As a sheep before its shearers, 
He is dumb before His judge ; 

For He knows such heartless hearers 
Will to Him all justice grudge. 

Calm and meek 'mid shame and spitting, 
Unmoved e'en by hail of blows. 

Still He stands with mien befitting 
One who Kingly birthright knows. 

See them for His brow preparing. 
Thorny crown with cruel greed ; 

See Him now the purple wearing, 
But His sceptre is a reed. 
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Though He be of men rejected, 
And His visage marred by care, 

Such the grace therein reflected, 
He is fairer than the fair. 

As the sun at eve declining 

Sheds soft glory o'er the sea. 
So upon His face is shining 

Sweetest light of purity. 

III. 

Out the city walls are pressing 
Eager crowds to see His* fate ; 

Lest they be the Law transgressing. 
He must die without the gate. 

With them long-robed scribes are walking. 
Hate and malice in each face. 

And chief priests so proudly stalking. 
All devoid of priestly grace. 

A vast multitude surrounding, 

The steep pathway crowding throng ; 

Foul their lips with oaths abounding, 
Brutal jeer, and ribald song. 

lO 
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But the soldiers stem, impassive, 

March along in strict array, 
Clad in glittering armour, massive. 

Who will dare their progress stay ? 

By them women close are keeping ; 

Many a one is sore distrest ; 
Some in sympathy are weeping. 

Mindful Christ their children blessed. 



Mindful how He led them weary, 
Healed their sick, and fed them faint, 

Comforted their hearts so dreary. 
Hearkened to each sad complaint. 

While the rest with taunts assail Him 
(No Hosannas now are heard). 

They alone of all bewail Him, 
To their hearts so much endeared. 

** For yourselves ye should be grieving. 
Not for Me," said Christ to them, 

*' Mourn your children, unbelieving, 
Daughters of Jerusalem. 
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** If they do these things so hapless 
To a good tree fresh and green, 

When the tree is dry and sapless, 
Shall not direful deeds be seen ? 



" Grace that you have long neglected, 
By the Gentiles shall be found ; 

When you see yourselves rejected, 
Then will tears and groans abound." 

Onward still the Man of sorrow 
Bears His cross with tottering gait ; 

Mute, appeals s<5me aid to borrow. 
Till He faints beneath its weight. 

Rudely seized, a passing stranger 
Is then forced His toil to share ; 

Of refusal soon the danger 
By rough handling made aware. 

Poor the service, yet requited, — 
What a wealth of light there flowed 

O'er his heart, till then benighted, 
The Cyrenian's children showed. — 
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To the chosen Rufus greeting 
Sent with love th* Apostle Paul ; 

Alexander's faith was fleeting, 
But he rose from grievous fall. 

IV. 

With transgressors Christ is numbered*; 

See the malefactors twain, 
Each with shameful cross encumbered, 

Slowly follow in His train. 

On to Golgotha proceeding. 
There they nail Him to the tree. 

With His thorn-pierced temples bleeding, 
Mocking at His misery. 






Forgive them. Father," He beseeches. 
For they know not what they do," 
E*en to those His mercy reaches. 
Who their hands in blood imbrue. 

First He tastes, and then refuses 
Mingled cup of wine and myrrh ; 

Rather, for our sake, He chooses 
All the suffering to endure. 
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Of His mother not forgetful, 
Bids He then th' Apostle John, 

Soothe her days, for Him regretful. 
Be to her a loving son. 

Now the guards, His robes dividing, 

Lots upon His vesture cast ; 
Watchful at their post abiding, 

Till the hour of death be past. 

Haughty priests, anon blaspheming, 
Scornful words like javelins toss ; 

"If Thou art the world redeeming, 
Why not come down from the cross ?" 

" He saved others," hear them crying, 
" But Himself He cannot save. 

If He be on God relying, 

Let God pluck Him from the grave." 

'* He saved others,** they confess it. 
To redeem He lived and died ; 

Even those who would repress it. 
Fail the blessed truth to hide. 
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Yes, by His almighty power 
Jesus might Himself have saved ; 

But in that, His bitter hour. 
Suffering for us He braved. 

Had He of Himself been sparing. 
Shunned His cup of misery. 

We had been with Satan sharing 
Woe to all eternity. 

As the first-fruits of His anguish. 
He the dying thief redeems, 

Though His failing eyes may languish. 
Pitying love still in them beams. 

To the sinner's supplication 
Jesus answers, " Thou shalt be 

This day free from condemnation, 
Safe in Paradise with Me." 

May we, too, in time repenting, 
Ere is closed salvation's day. 

Escape the wrath that unrelenting 
Sinners shall consume for aye. 
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V. 



From that hour the sun was hidden ; 

Awful darkness filled the air ; 
Evil spirits all unbidden 

Hover to distract His prayer. 

Who can tell what dread oppression 
Then upon His spirit weighed ? 

From the curse of man's transgression. 
All creation shrank dismayed. 

Three long hours He sought the favour 
Of His Heavenly Father's smile ; 

But of wrath the deathly savour 
Steeped His senses all the while. 

Who can tell the awful travail 

Jesus then did undergo ? 
Who can all the thread unravel 

Of that tangled web of woe ? 

" My God," He cried, in deep emotion, 
" Why hast thou forsaken Me ? 

O My God, with true devotion 
Hath My heart been fixed on Thee/* 
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Ah ! we know the pregnant meaning 
Of that sad heart-rending groan ; 

We are now the harvest gleaning 
From that seed in trouble sown. 

Not in vain with that strong crying 
To the Father Christ appealed ; 

Light was shed upon Him dying, 
Peace His wounded spirit healed. 

All the Word of truth fulfilling. 

Vinegar they give for drink, 
Nor in His dire thirst unwilling 

Doth He from aught proffered shrink. 

■ 

With the utterance, " It is finished," 
On His breast His head He laid ; 

Naught of all the debt was minished, 
The utmost farthing He had paid. 

Then Himself to God bequeathing, 

Ere to Hades He descend, 
Jesus said. His last sigh breathing, 

'* To Thee My spirit I commend." 
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As those filial words were spoken, 
Lo ! the veil was rent in twain 

In God's Temple, to betoken 
Access free to Him again. 

And with rumbling as of thunder 
All the earth did greatly quake, 

Crags and rocks are burst asunder. 
Graves are opened, saints "awake. 

Nor was earth alone then shaken, 
In that hour heaven was not still ; 

Christ the Lord had undertaken 
What the Law could not fulfil. 

His eternal kingdom founded, 

Never more to pass away, 
On God's grace and truth was grounded 

Things that shall unshaken stay. 

Emblem of no common slaughter, 
Sign He broken-hearted died. 

Came there out both blood and water. 
As the soldier pierced His side. 
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So for ever three bear witness. 
Holy Spirit, Water, Blood. 

That we may for heaven gain fitness. 
Plunged in that all-cleansing flood. 

Oh, may we, the deeds reviewing 
Which on Calvary were done, 

Say, oar faith and love renewing. 
This was God's Eternal Son, 

Lowly bow in adoration, 

Kiss His feet, and prostrate fall ; 
Christ has saved us from damnation 

Let us hail Him Lord of all. 
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CHRIST OUR PROPHET. 



Deut. XVIII. 15. 



Prophet of Israel ! Wisdom of the Wise ! 
With touch divine anoint my languid eyes ; 
Bid me look sadly down, around, within, 
Reveal to me the leprosy of sin. 

Bid me look up, Thy Word is power, and see 
Deep answering to deep. Thy love to me 
More vast, more full, than the ocean of my guilt. 
Great Lord, Thou canst ; Dear Lord, Thou wilt. 
Thou wilt. 

Teach me, oh teach me, all that I should know — 
Smite Thou this stony heart, let rivers flow 
Of penitential tears, then kindly shine 
Upon my soiled face with light benign. 

Teach me Thy Father's will, in Thee to trust. 
My sinful self to humble in the dust. 
Nor foolish seek by faltering steps to rise 
To Thine eternal mansions in the skies. 
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rhe secrets of Thy wondioas law mifoldy 
The half hath not by human lips been told. 
The mysteiy of evil quelled by good. 
Hatred by love, hunger by heavenly food. 

To Thy snre advent, oh, direct my gaze. 
The distant scene illumine with the rays 
That from the lantern of the holy word 
Beam on their path who march to meet their 
Lord. 
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CHRIST OUR PRIEST 



HEB. VIII. I»3. 



Eternal Priest, who by the throne, 
And mercy, seat dost intercede, 

Thou wilt not leave Thy Church alone, 
Be present in her hour of need ; 

The wolf is lurking near the fold. 

Voices are dumb, and hearts are cold 

Whom else but Thee shall we desire 
To plead our pardon, or befriend, 

To turn aside the avenging fire. 

Lest on our heads it should descend ? 

On saint or angel shall we call, 

When Thou art ever all in all ? 

Within the veil, in days of yore. 

One priest alone might dare to stand, 

Oh, save us from the sin of Core, 
Thine only is the hallowed hand ; 

Oft as our meek petitions rise. 

With incense waft them to the skies. 
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Whom have we in the heavens bnt Thee ? 

Shall we Thy tender love mistmst ? 
Hast Thou not said, " Come mito Me, 

Cease ye from man, he is bnt dnst " ? 
The veil is rent, our God is near ; 
Let love cast ont tormenting fear. 

What ! shall we think to enact again 
The atonement finished on the cross ? 

Once, only once, the Lamb is slain ; 
Shall Israel mingle gold with dross ? 

Sadly doth he mislead the flock 

Who strikes again the smitten rock. 

Ere rode the ark on waters wild. 
The Lord Himself made fast the door ; 

His word alone, and undefiled. 
The Church doth seal for evermore ; 

O Shepherd, in Thy pasture keep 

Thy poor, and weak, and wandering sheep. 
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CHRIST OUR KING, 



Rev. XIX. i6. 



O King of Kings, the heavens Thy glory show, 
The earth. and ocean Thy dominion know, 
Almighty Lord of Lords, Thy foes subdue, 
In purity and peace Thy realm renew. 
Jesus, Hail ! for ever dwelling 

Where Thy power all confess, 
Where angelic songs are swelling. 
Hail I Thou King of Righteousness ! 

O Lord our King, who paramount dost reign 
In many a heart erst bound by Satan's chain ; 
The sceptre of Thy grace Thou dost extend 
To all who meekly in Thy presence bend. 
Jesus, Hail ! for ever pleading. 

Though our sin and guilt increase, 
For our pardon interceding. 

Hail ! Hosanna I King of Peace. 
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Thee Daniel saw, in visions of the night. 
Coming in cloads^ and clothed with awful might ; 
Thee John beheld with the armies of the sky, 
Thy Name upon Thy vesture and Thy thigh. 
* Jesus, Hail ! by hosts surrounded. 

With their praise the welkin rings ; 
On paved work of sapphire founded 
Is Thy Throne, O King of Kings ! 

Oh, when Thy feet on Olivet shall stand ; 
And all the earth shall own Thy sovereign hand ; 
May we behold Thy beauty, and adore 
The Holy One of Israel evermore. 
Jesus, Hail ! for ever glorious, 
Seated on Thy throne above, 
Over death and hell victorious — 
Hail ! Hosanna ! King of Love ! 
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THE SECRET OF TRUE HAPPINESS. 



Psalm xxxii. 



Bright was the morn^ as on their way 

Two pilgrims I espied ; 
The one was blithesome as the day 

Full oft his comrade sighed* 

Beside their path spring blossoms grew. 

Soaring the lav' rock sang ; 
A. dewy veil o'er uplands blue, 

The mists of morning hang. 

On both the cheerful sunlight shone ; 

Each breathed the same sweet air ; 
But of the twain, ah ! only one 

Had brow unwreathed with care. 

They journeyed on towards the shrine ,• 
The pathway now grows steep ; 

And all athwart the narrow chine. 
The lengthening shadows creep. 

1 1 
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Oh, it was pitiful to view 
His faltering steps, who bore 

On weary back life's journey through, 
A load that vexed him sore. 



'Tis told the secret of his pain. 
E'en while youth's joy bells rang, 

Why birds and flowerets all in vain 
For him their anthems sang. 

** Happy are they, and only they," 

Repentant David saith, 
** Whose sins are covered, done away 

By sacrificial death." 

For day and night God's heavy hand 
Upon the heart will press, 

Till, conscious of His law's demand. 
We all our guilt confess. 

O, Christian Pilgrim, ere you go 
The road those travellers trod. 

Cast all your load of sin and woe 
Upon the Christ of God. 
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So shall you climb the sunny height, 
By no sad care opprest ; • 

And in the realm of pure delight, 
Upon His bosom rest. 




I J 
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THE SERPENT OF BRASS 



Numbers xxi. 4—9. 



Weary the way, and rough to tread, 
That past the land of Edom led, 
No water there, no other bread 
But manna from above. 

So Israel murmured at their lot, 
Till God's fierce anger wax^d hot. 
That they His miracles forgot. 
Nor trusted in His love. 

Then through the camp were serpents sent. 
With fiery crest and fang they went, 
Their ruthless way from tent to tent, 
And many suflfering died. 

Sore had they sinned, now sore distrest, 
With streaming eyes and smitten breast, 
" Pardon our sin and grant us rest," 
All piteously they cried. 
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That groan was uttered not in vain ; 
The Lord had pity on their pain, 
He took them to His heart again, 
And all their guilt forgave. 

A brazen symbol on a pole, 
Coiled crosswise o'er conspicuous knoll, 
Is fraught with virtue to make whole. 
And rescue from the grave. 

But some, alas ! intent on flight, 
Think to escape the serpents' bite, 
Turn from that emblem on the height. 
And, self-confiding, fail. 

And some looked down upon their wound. 
Till they in bitter anguish swooned, 
And sank unshriven on the ground. 
With sad despairing wail. 

May we not so the Saviour shun. 
Who by His cross the victory won 
Immortal life while ages run 
Omnipotent to give. 
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** Look onto Me,'' Emmaniiel saith, 
** To Me, sole vanquisher of death. 
E'en though it be with parting breath 
Look onto Me and lire." 
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PRAYER. 



St. Matt. vii. 7, 8. 



Lord, teach us how to pray ; 

Each morning when we rise, 
Thy love disclose, as pass away 

The mists that veil the skies. 

Uplift our hearts to Thee ; 

Be Thou our strength and guide 
To us no hurt can ever be, 

If Thou art by our side. 

Thy presence may we seek, 
And in Thy power believe ; 

Sure stands the promise to the weak. 
Ask, and ye shall receive. 

What though our vision fail, 

Thou sayest to the blind. 
Let not your heart despairing quail. 

For, seeking, ye shall find. 
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Knock loodlj at the gate. 
Let fahh with mercv cope, 

A little while in patience wait. 
Ye piisoDas of hc4>e. 

Yea, though in diiest need. 

On bed of angnish laid. 
We cannot speak, the Lord will heed 

The prayer we fain had made. 

And, though no rills of grace 

In wonted channels flow. 
Yet, if we seek our Father's face. 

His goodness we shall know. 
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THE RESURRECTION. 



Hark ! the Lord's Day bells are pealing 

Joyously this Easter-tide ; 
Light and life to all revealing, 

Liveth He who for us died. 

Lo ! the night is well-nigh over. 
Yon bright streak of early dawn 

Doth the mountain tops discover, 
Sparkling on the dewy lawn. 

Past and gone the chilly winter. 
Balmy now the breath of spring ; 

In the groves the sunbeams glinter, 
Cheerily the thrushes sing. 

Spring we, too, from sin and sorrow, 
Banish tears, regrets, and sighs, 

Let the beams of life's bright morrow 
On its darksome night arise. 



lyo 



II. 



Well may we desist from mourning, 
As this day we call to mind, 

How the women in the dawning 
The Lord's body could not find. 

For God's angel had descended. 
And an earthquake there had been ; 

Hardly was the Sabbath ended. 
Ere Christ's tomb was empty seen. 

Love it was had brought them thither. 
With sweet spices to embalm ; 

He was gone they knew not whither, 
Trembling sore with inward qualm. 

Oh ! that we such self-denial, 

Oh 1 that we such love may know ; 

In the darkest hour of trial 

May like grace our hearts o'erflow. 

Him like service we may render, 
If, at knell of parting soul, 

We our kind assistance render, 

And with them that mourn condole. 
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All that we may do for others, 
Jesus counts as done to Him. 

Help "we, then, our Christian brothers 
When their lamp of joy bums dim. 

III. 

Mary meeteth Simon Peter, 
And the one whom Jesus loved, 

Scarcely had they time to greet her 
Ere her words them deeply moved. 

We have found His tomb forsaken, 
From its mouth is rolled the stone ; 

And we know not where He is taken* 
For the watchers, too, are gone. 

Hardly her strange tale believing, 
To the sepulchre they come ; 

Naught within but clothes perceiving, 
Wondering, turn to their own home. 

Not so Mary, love detaining 
Held her tearful by the tomb ; 

On her dazzled sight remaining. 

Shine two angels through the gloom. 
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As to them she is replying 

(For they said, " Why dost thou weep ? ") 
" I know not where my Lord is lying, 

Ointments for His corpse I keep." 

On her ears again are falling 

The same words, " Why weepest thou ?" 
Tones a well-known voice recalling. 

But she knoweth it not now. 

Till the speaker she supposed, 
Might, perhaps, the gardener be. 

His dear self to her disclosed, 
Saying "Mary" tenderly. 

"Touch Me not," Christ added; "rather 

To My brethren quickly wend, 
Say to Mine and to their Father, 

Mine and their God, I ascend." 



'Twas the voice she heard assuaging 
The wild tempest in her soul. 

When the seven strong devils raging 
He expelled, and made her whole. 
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The kind voice that softly stealing 
O'er her worn and aching heart, 

All His love to her revealing, 
Bade her then from sin depart. 

Ever thus the Shepherd calleth 
Every sheep by its own name. 

Sweet His voice on each heart falleth, 
As to Mary's ears it came. 

Thus God's love He yet declareth ; 

Guides us still with unseen hand 
To the mansions He prepareth 

For us in the far-off land. 



IV. 

From her mission glad returning, 
Mary found the rest perplexed. 

All their hearts within them burning 
And their spirits sorely vexed. 

Till the angel, bright as lightning, 
Who had rolled away the stone. 

Terribly the watchmen frightening. 
Spake to them in tenderest tone. 
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*' Fear ye not, I know ye are seeking 
Jesus Christ the crucified, 

All unmindful He was speaking 
Of this thing before He died. 

*' He is not here, for He is risen. 
Seek the living, not the dead ; 

Behold the void sepulchral prison. 
See the napkin for His head. 

" Be not faithless, but believing, 

Mark the place where Jesus lay ; 
Quickly go, tell those yet grieving. 
That the Lord is risen to-day." 



As the women were departing. 
With all speed to tell their tale, 

Joy and awe within them starting, 
Jesus came and said, " All Hail. 



*» 



They then, falling down before Him, 
Fondly clasp Him by the feet, 

Lowly worship and adore Him, 
Hanging on His accents sweet. 



V 
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As He saith, " O, cease from trembling, 
Tell My brethren they shall see, 

Obedient to My word assembling, 
Him they love in Galilee." 



Oh, may we in joyful union 

On this resurrection morn, 
Meet Him too in blest communion. 

That shall cheer our hearts forlorn. 

So no more shall sin enthral us, 
Who by faith behold His face, 
Even death cannot appal us. 

Strengthened by His heavenly grace. 
Where, O death, is now thy sting, 
Where thy victory, grave, we sing. 




^^^^^ 




176 



THE PARENTAL CARE OF GOD. 



DEUT. XXXII. I — 12. 



Give ear, O heavens ; adoring earth, attend, 
The summer winds no softer music make, 

Nor rippling waves that o'er the rocks descend, 
To mingle, murmuring, in Alpine lake. 

Kindly as fall heaven's tears on orphaned ground, 
Or evening dews the vreaxy flowers restore. 

The drooping heart, the sympathetic sound 
Of Moses' song refresheth evermore. 

Thy name, O God, Thy blessed name of love, 
Like choicest perfume wafted on the gale. 

The spirit soothes with comfort from above. 
Inspiring hope when heart and courage fail. 

Ne'er can they sink who rest upon the rock 
Of Thine eternal faithfulness and truth. 

The furious blast, the stormy billow's shock 
Assault in vain the refuge of Thy ruth. 
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What though in desert waste Thy children roam, 
And direst dangers all their path beset, 

They are but journeying to a better home, 
Where toil and trouble soon they shall forget. 

E'en as the eagle stirreth up her nest, 
Bidding her fledgelings imitate her flight, 

But fluttereth o'er them, to secure them rest 
On outstretched wings so excellent in might ; 

So leadest Thou Thy people on their way. 
By awful chasm that the soul alarms ; 

Ready to fall, their footsteps Thou dost stay. 
Upholding with Thine everlasting arms. 

Happy art thou, O Israel, thy King 
Is mightier than the strongest of thy foes ; 

Oh ! to His feet thy loving tribute bring. 
And chant His praises till thy life shall close. 
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THE ASCENSION. 



Hear the bells, their voices falling 

Soft upon the snmmer air. 
All true friends of Jesus calling 

To Him at the hour of prayer. 

As o'er that last scene we ponder. 

Closed erewhile on Olivet, 
May we, lost in holy wonder, 

Trivial things of Earth forget. 

Soon as forty days were ended, 
Since His triumph o'er the grave, 

This command, with promise blended, 
Christ to His apostles gave : 

** Go not in yourselves confiding. 
To bear Me witness far and nigh ; 

In Jerusalem abiding, 
Watch for power from on high. 
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" John baptized with water duly, 
When repentance he did preach ; 

Ye shall be baptized truly 
With the Spirit, ere you teach." 

When the Lord had thus addressed them, 
Whom He had chosen. His eleven. 

Lifting up His hands, He blessed them, 
And was carried up to heaven. 

Then His followers. Him beholding, 

Till the cloud His glory hid, 
In their hearts His Word enfolding. 

Went to do as He had bid. 

For two men in raiment glistening. 
As they still to gaze were fain. 

Said to them, all eager listening, 
"Jesus shall so come again." 

Oh I may we together clinging 
To the faith with one accord. 

In our ears that promise ringing. 
Watch for our returning Lord. 
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From the gate of heaven perceiving 
Christ enthroned at God's right hand, 

Let us soar, this doll earth leaving. 
And in His blest presence stand. 

In the spirit may we meet Him 
At the Sacred Feast to-day ; 

Glad for His ascension greet Him, 
Bid Him with us ever stay. 

Like the three who on the mountain 
Saw His glory in joy and fear. 

Say we, drinking at life's fountain. 
Lord, 'tis good that we be here. 

To the King of Heaven sing praises, 
God is gone up with a shout ; 

He His people with Him raises 
That believe with heart devout. 

Though to heaven He hath ascended. 

As we now recall to mind. 
On that truth hath all depended. 

That of grace or peace we find. 
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" It is more expedient for you," 
So spake Jesus, " that I go ; 

For My Spirit shall restore you, 

With the streams that from Me flow." 

Streams of life, and grace, and glory 
Flowing from the throne above, 

Where bright angels sing the story 
Of your Heavenly Father's love. 
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THE BREAD OF LIFE. 



St. John vi. 47—63. 



By cottage hearth, with folded hands 
All listless laid upon her knee, 

A widow dreamed of distant lands, 
And of her lad upon the sea. 

Beneath the surface of the calm 
That long had settled on her brow, 

A turmoil whirled, no earthly balm 
C^uld soothe her troubled spirit now. 

With homely fare the board was spread, 

Withal untasted to depart ; 
No meat she craved, no common bread 

Could stay the hunger of her heart. 

Ah, how her spirit yearned to rest. 
And never more unquiet roam ; 

But longing lingered in her breast. 
To bid her darling welcome home. 



• 
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As those erst silent in the Tent 
Of Shiloh, moved her lips in prayer ; 

And God an answer swiftly sent : 
The latch was raised, her son was there. 

Fondly she gazed upon his face, 
" My son, my darling boy," she cried, ' 

And folding him in close embrace, 
In glad relief she gently sighed. 

Now, satisfied, her happy soul 
No longer pangs of famine felt ; 

A restful gladness o'er her stole, 
And peace profound within her dwelt. 



Blessed are they who hunger so 
For pardon, purity, and peace ; 

And thirst for streams of grace to flow, 
Till drought of desert-spirit cease. 

For God hath granted heavenly food, 
The living Bread to ease such pain ; 

And crimson stream from holy rood, 
To cleanse the soul from every stain. 



Wboi on the cms the SanooT died. 
Hi* Sesb for man He fred^ gx*e ; 

If we behold Him cradfied. 

He doth m feed. He wiU n nve. 
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THE DAYSPRING. 



Isaiah ix, i. 



When virgin dawn hath kissed the hill, 
Wreathed with smiles is its ragged face , 

Twitter the swallows, sweetly trill 
Their orisons the choral race. 

Fair flowerets on the dewy lawn 
Breathe fragrant incense to her sway, 

Joyous to view her grace adorn 
Petal and frond with heavenly ray. 

The rivulets, that laugh and dance, 
Like children, all the sunny hours. 

And sober streams give back the glance, 
Aurora steals through leafy bowers. 

The very dewdrops all reflect 
Her image mirrored in their eyes 

She meeteth nowhere cold neglect. 
In earth, or sea, or azure skies — 
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Save where the swaiiip4x>ni mist ascends. 
Or envious clouds her beaotj hide — 

Ah« there in vain her waj she wends, * 
And doth her absent lovers chide. 



There is a Dayspring in the sphere 
Where spirits yet imperfect dwell, 

A heavenly dawn the heart to cheer. 
And disenchant its gloomy spell. 

A Light to awaken with His beam 
Long slumbering sonls to hynms of praise. 

And clear reflection of the gleam 
That all His loveliness displays. 

Christian, arise, thy Light is come. 
Arise and shine with lustre fair. 

As radiance sparkling on the foam, 
Or snowy Alp in purest air. 

Oh, let no mist of doubt or fear. 

Hanging that Light and thee between, 

Nor sin becloud the image clear 
That should on thy life's stream be seen. 
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Voung men and maidens all may show 

Knowledge of Him they have believed ; 
Old men ^d children may bestow 

The gifts which they have first received. 

ir Christ, the Sun of righteousness. 
Beam on our souls with light divine, 

We may with sacred influence bless, 
And to His gloiy brightly shine. 
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